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* PREFACE. 



The Author of the following trifles, in thus intro- 
ducing them to public notice, does not do so alto- 
gether unconscious of the risk, and, it may be, the 
temerity of such an undertaking. To display before 
the eye of public criticisii what haa been produced 
for no better defined object than'^the amusement of 
leisure or solace of welu^ . houjrS',' and without any 
surer guarantee of merit than the often misleading 
praise of partial friends, or one's own as often erring 
opinion, must, in all first instances at least, be 
attended by much anxiety and solicitude ; and if 
such be the case in the instance of authors whom 
favourable circumstances enable to impart to their 
pages the graces and polish of learning and refine- 
ment, it Dday naturally be expected to affect in a 
much greater degree the anticipations of those whose 
production* must, from in8urTr\o\\T\\,?(\Ae ^^iw^ir^^^ w$- 




4 PREFACE. 

pear destitute of those, though not intrinsic, yet al- 
luring and palliating, adornments. 

It is not, therefore, without a full measure of such 
anxiety that public scrutiny is invited for the follow- 
ing pages ; for if either scantiness of education or 
general adverse circumstances awaken a sympathiz- 
ing influence on the side of faults in similar attempts, 
such an influence the Author might with all justice 
solicit. Yet it may well be presumed that draw- 
backs of this nature must be to the generality of 
readers matters of indifference, as the fact still 
remains that to secure public suffrage, especially 
of a permanent nature, intrinsic merit must ever 
form the groundwork of an author's claim. More- 
over, I trust I make no feigned display of that pride 
attributed to poetic natures in boasting that I would 
scorn to court for myself, upon any minor grounds 
whatever, either toleration for presumption or unde- 
served leniency towards an imbecile longing after 
poetical celebrity. With the anticipated gratification 
of success, the humiliation of failure must be risked ; 
and humble though myValk in life has been, no 
other motive beyond the love of approbation — vain 
and ambitious though such may bo — would have in- 
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duced the step I have now taken. Like the great 
prince of my country's bards, I was bred to labour, 
and glory in its rude, honest independence ; and I 
ask nothing beyond public appreciation or condem- 
nation of my work on its ovm deservings, fully 
trusting that if merit does exist, a generous and dis- 
criminating public will not suffer minor deficiences 
to detract from it. 

To all those who, by subscription or kind personal 
assistance, have thus enabled me to accomplish the 
highest of my cherished wishes, I beg to present my 
most sincere and heartfelt thanks ; and a gratification 
which* I may feel but not express yet awaits me, if, 
after a perusal of these pages, they shall not have 
entire reason to conclude that their assistance has 
been given altogether in vain. 

NOYEMBEB 1859. 
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DEDICATORY STANZAS. 



INSCRIBED TO G. K., ESQ., MUSSELBURGH. 



I. 

My Mend of earlier days, to thee again 

The rustic harp, thou oft hast deign'd to hear, 
Once more awakes with tremulous voice a strain, 

Scarce half in hope, far more than half in fear, — 
For even to me the breath of fame is dear ; 

And launching thus on fortune's changeful sea, 
Timid and lone, through unknown depths to steer. 

Half seems a task impossible to be ; 
Pale fear shrinks back appall'd, but hope forbids to flee. 

n. 

Thou knowst how little I have owed to lore : 
I grew as doth a wild weed on the plain. 

All cultureless, and time may ne'er restore 

Youth's morning hours once firitter'd past in vain : 

Yet if one spa^k from nature there remain, 
One chord th%t vibrates to her high command. 
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No more I may all idly thus complain, W 
But rather strew with an emboldened hand 
Keen labour's richest fruits around her ligbtoel brand. 

III. 

Though not for me proud song's unfading bays 

Their vernal blooms of deathless hues entwine, 
With garlands bright encircling loftier lays, 

Where cultured genius stamps her powers divine ; 
Yet faintest stars in heaven's blue arch that shine 

Are beautiful, and in that phalanx long 
Of music's sons tinfe's hoary halls that line. 

Might I appear, though least of all the throng, 
Not wasted were my toil, nor idle all my song. 

IV. 

Through the dim vista of long toilsome years. 

One burning wish for ever mock'd control. 
Deep mingling in each aim that life endears. 

The ceaseless day-dream of my inmost soul. 
To trace one line on fame's emblazon'd scroll. 

Where soaring hope's high aspirations climb ; 
And as her charms wild o'er my vision roll, 

To add one note, enraptured and sublime. 
To music's glorious march along the fields of time. 

V. 

And might that note be Nature's, gather'd from 
The trees and flowers, and brook|«id stany skies, 
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* 

Which Aiave made my dreamland and my home, 
'Mid all the cares that o'er life's path arise, 

Until Ji(ff B&ai reflects their mingling dyes 
In living freshness o'er my kindred heart ; 

And all of real and ideal beauty lies 
Stretching before my vision as a chart 

Of glory-lighted lands from time's dark woes apart. 

VI. 

To trace the fields, to gaze upon the sky. 

To breathe the fragrance of the dew-sweet breeze, 
With bounding heart and rapture -lighted eye. 

Where summer's glorious mantle clad the trees. 
Alone and oft I wander'd : this could please 

When all beside my weary soul abhorr'd ; 
Each favouring moment would I eager seize, 

And hurry on to where, profusely stored. 
Great Nature's mighty works their awful Source 
adored. 

vn. 
Yes, Nature, I have loved thee, and thou hast 

With gladness from thy teeming stores of bliss 
Repaid my love, and lighten'd up a breast 

That else had been a dark and void abyss, 
An alien on a barren shore like this, 

Where struggling hope with sorrow is entwined, 
And care's rude tempests o'er life's wilderness 

Sweep joys away like down upon the wind. 
Leaving the blighted heart a drifting wreck behind. 
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t 

vra. * 

Still could my heart behold through future days, 

One undimm'd fragment of life's early tr^pM^e, 
Again, resplendent in its noontide blaze, 

The sun of hope might o'er my bosom glance ; 
Again might urge the tremulous advance 

Of gay ambition on her cloud-built throne : 
But fate's averted eye views all askance, 

And all that untried pride once hail'd its own 
With youth's romance of air my vacant grasp has 
flown. 

IX. 

Yet go, my Book ; for feme, the pride of all, 

One lingering hope on thee doth fluttering rest, 
Bewarded well, if o'er thy numbers fall 

One gleam of joy from sorrow-lighten'd breast. 
Shouldst thou awake, within the heart deprest, 

One kindred feeling with thy lowly strain, 
Or lend one weary hour a sweeter zest. 

An equal joy well might the Bard retain. 
Nor deem he had essayed to strike the harp in vain. 



TO C 



I. 

On the beach by the murmuring wave let us rest, 
Where fondly we Ve wandered of yore ; 

Past love's dying raptures and soul-breathing vows 
Still hallow the lonely shore. 

n. 

Familiar yet as the tones of thy love, 
That change not 'mid pleasure's decay, 

Are the grass -cover'd banks where embracing we 
knelt, 
And owned love's sovereign sway. 

in. 

Night spread her shades o'er the flower -spangled 
fields, 

But I moum'd not the day's glories gone ; 
For fiedrer beneath the clear moon's mellow rays 

The flower of my bosom Bhoiie. 
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IV. 

And ever the beams of the deep-twinkling stars, 

Gentle and radiant as thee, 
Glinted as dreams through the poet's rapt heart, 

O'er the calm of the dark blue sea. 

V. 

Successive those hours set in time's sullen night. 

And sorrow's pale shadows remain ; 
Yet fondly the heart owns their visions of light, — 

They glad, though they come not again. 

VI. 

As far-gleaming springs in the bleak arid sands 

By the languishing pilgrim beheld, 
As odorous gales breathing life o'er the waste, 

Is remembrance of pleasures dispell'd. 

vn. 

Then here on the beach by the wave let us rest, 
Where fondly we've wander'd of yore ; 

Past love's dying raptures and soul-breathing vows 
Still hallow the lonely shore. 



LINES 

ON REVIEWING THE PAINTING OP AN ITALIAN 

LANDSCAPE. 



luUa! oh, lUlia! tboa who hast 

The fatal 0ft of beaatj, which becanc 
A faoenl darner of present voce and paat. 

On thy sweet brow to sorrow ploogh'd by shame. 
And aimUs grared in characters of flame ; 

Oh, God ! that th'» wert in thj nakedoeas 
Le« lovely or more powerfnl, and oookbt claim 

Thy right, and awe the robbers back who press 
To shed thy Mood, and drink the tears of thy distrcM. 

BYROX. 



I. 

Here, portrayed by art, I trace, 
Clad in nature's richest grace, 
Plains that bask in clondless beams. 
Scented groves and crystal streams ; 
Fields where ceaseless beaaty reigns. 
Sovereign of the fair domains ; 
Skies of light's serenest hue. 
Effulgent stretching on the view. 
That know, amid their season's flight. 
Scarce a winter, scarce a night. 
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rk n. 

There the lucid winding rills 
Murmur down the vine-clad hills ; 
Here they wildly-sparkling flow, 
Foaming to the lakes below : 
Now 'mid waving glades they run, 
Now they glitter in the sun ; 
Laving shores the heart might deem 
Existed but in rapture's dream ; 
Matchless flowers of every dye 
Spread their bosoms to the sky ; 
Their breath on wandering airs of heaven 
In balmy sighs luxuriant given, 
Through fairy dell and myrtle grove. 
Like angels sent to whisper love. 
But, oh 1 what wondering muse may tell 
The pure — ^the beauty-mingled spell, 
A scene to earth from Aiden sent 
To teach the soul its ravishment. 
Sweets that mock her partial choice, 
Scattered o'er this paradise, 
In such gay profusion swarm. 
Fancy cannot lend a charm ; 
Tet where their image wakes to song, 
On lifeless canvass stretch'd along. 
What deeper thrill might fire her strains, 
'Mid scenes where living grandeur reigns. 
And stir the raptures of the heart 
Beyond the pencil's utmost art. 
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in. 
Fair Italia I first of lands I 
Pining still in servile bands, 
Mean and fettered as thou art, 
Sorrow can alone impart, 
O'er thy soul-subjecting fate, 
Pity for thy fallen state ; 
Mightst thou yet with chains opprest 
Spurn the tyrant from thy breast, 
Wield again thy ancient might, 
Ere thy star had sunk in night I 
Then, indeed, thou 'dst matchless be. 
Free as fair, and fair as free. 
Again through gladsome grove and dell 
Might love and peace with honour dwell. 
And feel past sorrow's darkness less 
In future hope's forgetfulness. 
How would each patriot bosom bum 
To mark one flattering sign return ; 
To show thee — ^all thy wrongs redrest — 
By freedom as by nature blest. 
As thou art nowy despoil'd, forlorn, 
Envy e'en thy sweets can scorn. 

IV. 

Caledonia views afar 

Worthless gifts that freedom mar. 

Who of all her offspring brave, 

'Mid thy charms, would U\ o a Sl^^^*^ 
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Who would breathe the fetid air 
Of a prison painted fair ; 
^ E'en there though summer's ceaseless smile 
Can beam secure from winter's spoil, 
And in ten thousand forms unite, 
In visions on the raptured sight, 
The mingling phases of delight ? 
Who would bear the despot's chain 
O'er the flower-enamell'd plain. 
Though beauty, robed in fairest mien, 
In Eden's glory clothe the scene, 
And nature's endless hues express 
The witchery of loveliness ? 
Who would change the bleakest shore, 
Swept by winter's wildest roar. 
For thy fragrant groves and bowers, 
Bounded by a tyrant's powers ? 
Eicher fruits may tempt the taste. 
Sweeter breezes fan the breast. 
Brighter suns may pour their beams 
Cloudless o'er thy placid streams ; 
Greyer plains may charm the view. 
Skies of deeper, softer blue ; 
Still tyraimic darkness reigns- 
Servile bonds and galling chains. 

V. 

Dearer fer my native land — 
Freedom owns her rugged strand ; 
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Humbler flowers may deck her breast, H 

Nurslings of the heath-clad waste ; 

Wilder gales her mountains sweep, 

Fiercer tempests lash the deep. 

Darker storms in fury pour 

Bound her craggy foam-beat shore j 

Dearer still for these to me — 

Stem emblems of her liberty. 



VI. 

Such the place, and such the doom, 
Where Italian vineyards bloom 
O'er her classic heroes' graves. 
Trod by feet of passive slaves. 
Land of beauty, land of song. 
Valour's stem abode, how long, 
Eesistless, silent, shalt thou bear 
The fetters slaves alone may wear ? 
How long submit, by bondage broke. 
To despot-scourge and priestly yoke ? 
Must Rome, the birthplace of the brave, 
Be liberty's eternal grave ? 
How long shall shame thy name deride. 
Thy manhood bend to lordly pride. 
And sicken'd virtue yield her trast 
To luxury, repose, and lugt ? 
By thee high conquest's flag unfurl'd 
The first illumed a darken'd world. 
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Fair as the eve's benignant star, 
• From tbee proud science beam'd a&ur, 
And knowledge, nurtured in thy core, 
Her light diffused to every shore. 
Now, alas I reflection weeps 
Where each prostrate virtue sleeps ; 
Vanished now the patriot worth 
Made thy sons the lords of earth ; 
Dumb the tongues whose strains intense 
Yet breathe undying eloquence ; 
Souls that soared sublimely great, 
Triumphant o'er our common fate. 
Only is the star-crown'd band 
Nameless in their native land. 
Fame's victorious laurels now 
Grace no more the hero's brow ; 
Forums, senates, triumphs, feasts, 
Yield to dungeons, chains, and priests. 



vn. 

So sinks the hapless land by stealth, 
Unnerved by vice, corrupt by wealth ; 
So luxury's voluptuous sway 
Gives public virtue to decay. 
And leads, by false insidious path, 
To infamous repose and death. 
Oh! could thy sons one moment feel 
Reviving honour's stem appeal ; 
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Again assmne the patriot's post, 
For native law and greatness lost ; 
United strike for home and right- 
Union is the soul of might ; 
Could sense of slavish wrongs inspire 
One gleam of ancient Roman fire — 
How might their power victorious scorn 
The bonds so long ignobly borne I 
Alone might memory of the great 
In triumph bear their souls elate, 
And free from chains their fallen state. 



THE GUAEDS AT INZEEMAN. 



No thought of flight ; 
None of retreat; no unbecoming deed 
That argued fear ; each on himself relied 
Aa onlj in his arm the moment laj 
Of victory. 

MILTON. 



I. 

November's drear and starless night 
Hangs sullen o'er yon tented height 

In weird funereal gloom ; 
And, save the camp-fires' waning beams, 
Or frequent meteors' transient gleams, 

As dead-lights o'er the tomb, 
The black chill air afar or near 

No other rays illume. 
All but the wind's deep moan is mute. 
Save, where at dreary distance, roar 
The waves along the wasted shore. 
Or, shrilly breaking on the ear. 
The sentinel's brisk salute. 
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In brief repose from war's grim toils 

Britannia's heroes rest. 
Sweet dreams of home are in their souls, 

Death's shadows on their breast. 

n. 

Hark I deeply stirring o'er the plain, 

As mutt'ring thunders heard afar, 
O'er moaning wind and dashing rain- 
Above the distant surging main, 

Where Borean tempests jar. 
Increasing still and still more near. 

Through steep defile and glen. 
Sounds strike the eager list'ning ear : 
The mingling clash of hostile steel — 
The deep'ning hum — the sullen wheel — 

The measured tramp of men, 
Peal through the camp the dire alarms • 
Assailing foes — To arms I to arms ! 

The deep-toned bugle sings ; 
Along the echoing hills afar, 
Brisk signal of approaching war. 

The warning musket rings. 

m. 

From fitful slumber's mocking dreams 

Of love, and friends, and home. 
Quick marshalling by the torchlight's beams. 
With dauntless heart and ready ^i^iA— 
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A fearless death-devoted band — 

The belted warriors come. 
And scarce along the leaguer'd height 

A guarded front they fonn, 
Ere from ravine and copsewood round, 
'Mid cannon flash and fierce rebound, 
Wild as the dark tornado's might. 

Outbursts the closing storm ; 
And pouring onward, square on square, 
As seas their crested billows bear, 

The wave of battle swells. 
It foams, it bursts in headlong shock 
Along that wall of living rock, 
Firm as the tempest-braving oak 

That crowns their island hiUs. 
Undaunted 'mid encircling foes. 
Combined, their narrowing files oppose 

One adamantine breast. 
No faltering step — no wavering fears ; 
A world's applauding smiles and tears. 
The honours of a thousand years. 

Now on their daring rest. 

rv. 

What eye that mark'd those waves of life 
Fierce mingling in the mortal strife. 

That hour's suspense may tell. 
As o'er the scene of carnage drear 
Bang, wildly pealing on the ear, 
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The deadly foe-defying cheer, 

And hatred-breathing yell ; 
And bursting bomb's death-pouring crash, 
And streaming bayonet's grating clash, 
And shouldered musket's desperate dash, 

As fearfully it fell. 
Yet, Albion I yet thy hearts of oak 
Unflinching meet the stormy shock. 

And wave on wave repel. 
In vain the assailing columns flow. 
Beneath the rocket's lurid glow. 

In wheeling circles deep ; 
They melt — ^recede in baffled pride. 
As furious ocean's surging tide 

The breakers backward sweep. 

v. 

No fabled gods from halls of air 

The patriot band sustain ; 
They bleed, they fall — as heroes die. 
Yet dauntless still the foe defy. 
Whose teeming legions 'gainst them bear 

With undiminish'd strain. 
Each champion fights as 'twere alone. 
Each views the struggle as his own ; 
No dastard care of name or rank — 
An equal tide grim slaughter drank 

From lofty and from low ; 
While frantic cheer and hoUo'W moocii^ 
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And angiiisli'd shriek and dying groan, 

In fearful accents flow. 
Oh I deep shall be the jBreemen's graves, 
And wide the sepulchre of slaves, 
Where Britain's shattered ensign waves 

O'er ruin's ghastly glow. 



VI. 

Alas I that e'er ambition's birth 

Had wrought the work of fiends on earth. 

That lust of power or glory's spell 

Should stain her breast with scenes of hell. 

What cause, unless the heavenly plea 

Of soul-ennobling liberty, 

Shall lend to discord's scowling face 

One shadow of attractive grace ? 

Pause, passion's slaves, that madly deem 

The joys of conquest's bloody dream 

Deserving human toil ; 
See, o'er your vain earth-blasting strife, 
'Mid blazing homes and wasted life. 

Exulting demons smile. 
That field of carnage mark again. 
Where gushing breast and oozing brain 

Night's dismal tale of strife bespeak. 
As faintly through the mingled shroud. 
Of rain and mist and battle-cloud, 

The beams of morning break. 
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VII. 

And stni with mom's advancing hour 

The strife of death extends : 
The pealing battery's fiery show*r, 
The sullen thrust, the partial rout, 
The rallying cheer, and maddened shout 

Of mingled foes and friends. 
But see in timely aid advance, 

In war's compact array, 
'Neath tricolor and eagle's glance. 
The banner'd hosts of rival France, 

Impetuous to the fray. 
Oh I Welcome now that friendly cheer, 
That oft in field of carnage drear 
Hath rung on hostile Briton's ear, 

'Neath mutual tyrants' sway. 
With serried front, in martial pride. 

The firm battalions flow. 
As torrent pour'd from mountain high, 
In proud resolve to do or die. 
With flashing eye and quick'ning stride. 

Wild dashing on the foe. 
On, on they sweep, in measured tread. 
Along the piled mounds of the dead. 
They climb the fierce contested hill. 
That smokes and gleams with life's warm rill ; 
With deaf ning shout they charge, they close, 
While from the shock the wavering foes, 

Dismayed, are backward preBsf &• 
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They reel, they break in panic deep ; 
Then headlong down the crimson 'd steep 
In utter rout tumultuous sweep, 

Nor can command arrest ; 
Till, far withdrawn from hopeless strife, 
They find again that peace and life 

Denied on battle-field : 
Unlike thy sons, fair Albion's isle ! 
Who, 'mid war's horrors, perils, toil, 
Gaunt faunine, ruin, victors smile, 

Or die before they yield. 

vm. 

Alas ! to me may not belong 
The power to wreathe in deathless song 
Names glory e'en might proudly choose 
To grace a second Chios muse. 
High deeds as ever gave to fame 
The Spartan or the Eoman name, 
Or mythic gods immortal raised ; 

For sterner strife time hath not shown, 
Since freedom's star victorious blazed. 
And lit with glory's quenchless flame 

The purpled plains of Marathon. 

IX. 

Along the wild 'tis silence deep 

Where Britons fought, where heroes sleep— 

Their fate while vacant bosoms weep, 



THE GUARDS AT INKERMAN. 2[) 

And mourn the chance of war — 
There, Cathcart, bravest 'mid the brave ! 
Shall pilgrims point thy honoured grave, 

Lone, wandering from afar ; 
For while of Inkerman's bleak height 
Tradition's tale records the fight, 
So long, through time's far-stretching night, 

Shall shine thy glory's star ; 
And, Britain, from thy ocean-throne. 
With grateful tears their daring own. 

Who proved their might and worth, I ween. 
To bid endanger'd freedom smile. 
To fence thy sacred shores from spoil, 

And shield a British Queen. 



SONG OF DOMESTIC HAPPINESS. 



I. 

Go, search the wide world for a scene of delight, 

And, returning, confess that, wherever you rove, 
None gladdens the soul, none enraptures the sight, 

So sweet as the home of contentment and love : 
Around the bright hearth to behold the blithe faces, 

By mutual sorrow and gladness endeared ; 
The fondling caress of sweet childhood's embraces. 

The offspring beloved, and the parents revered. 

II. 

With the miser, that dotes o'er his glittering hoard. 

Is pleasure a guest to his treasures to add ? 
Does it follow the path of proud luxury's lord. 

Or the steps of ambition that revel in blood ? 
Alas I ye vain dreamers, that build on the sand, 

While time saps your feeble foundations below. 
Not all the false sources that own your command 

One true-howing impulse of gladness bestow. 
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III. 

Nor boast of the dreams of enchantment and bliss, 

The raptures that youth's giddy follies beget ; 
The cheating excitements of social excess, 

That mingle with madness and end in regret. 
No, no, tell me not e'en the brightest is joy— ^ 

Allurements that mock us, and pleasures that pall, 
Away, ye vain phantoms ! true gladness' alloy ; 

I loathe you the more — I have tasted you all. 

IV. 

The smiles of the wanton, the vows of the friend, 

Though perjured, delusive, and fleeting as air. 
Shall the sweet-flowing strains of the muses commend, 

While wedlock's endearments they blush to declare? 
No, search the wide earth for a scene of delight. 

And truth shall convince that, wherever you rove. 
None gladdens the soul, none enraptures the sight. 

So sweet as the home of contentment and love. 



FABEWELL TO ESK. 



A LAMENT. 



I. 

Cauld throngh the tempest-boding skies 
The sleety drift wild whirling flies ; 
Day sullen shuts his cheerless eyes 

O'er dale and stream, 
Whase crisping ice-bound breast defies 

His wannest beam. 

n. 

Chill o'er my head scowls winter's blast, 
Meet end to dreams o' gladness past, 
As lane, wi' lingering step downcast, 

Esk's silent dell 
I solemn tread, to look my last. 

And bid farewell. 
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in. 
Farewell, to me, thou stream o' streams. 
Where oft, beneath pale Luna's beams. 
To breathe young love's entrancing themes, 

I've wander'd free. 
Or revell'd in the mystic dreams 

Of Poesy. 

IV. 

Farewell, ye sauchs, on bank and brae, 
Where, list'ning oft your sangsters gay, 
Beneath your rustling shades I lay. 

And mused unseen. 
Till gloamin', clad in mantle gray, 

Crept o'er the scene. 

V. 

Farewell, ye flowers that deck the vale, 
Ye briars that scent the woodland gale, 
Nae mair your fragrant charms I'U haU 

In summer hours. 
As evening mild weeps o'er the dale 

In dewy showers. 

VI. 

Thou lintwhite sweet and mellow Thrush, 
Fond nestling, in the leafy bush, 
Nae mair the morning dews I'll brush 

The grove alang. 
To listen 'neath her orient flush 

Your am'rouB Bang. 
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vn. 
Ye Robins, happin' through the thorn ; 
Ye Laverocks, heralds o* the morn ; 
Ye Maukins, whiddin' 'mang the com, 

Through haugh and dell ; 
To a', wi* drooping heart forlorn, 

I sigh farewell. 

vm. 
Twa months gane past, and rosy May 
Again shall make you glad and gay. 
Awaking sweet frae ilka spray 

Her blithesome strain ; 
But, oh I to me her rich array 

Shall bloom in vain. 

IX. 

Nae mair, 'neath day's departing smile, 
Reposing sweet frae weary toil. 
The lingering moments to beguile, 

I'll roam the glade. 
Nor fancy's airy fabrics pile 

Beneath the shade. 

X. 

Nor there by calm reflection led, 
Wi' rev'rent pausing steps I'll tread 
Yon hallow'd mansions of the dead, 

In twilight gloom. 
To hear deep wisdom's lessons read 

Frae ev'ry tomb. 
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XI. 

Oh ! ne'er again bird, flower, or tree, 
Shall sport their summer charms for me ; 
Nae mair their sweets shall glad my e'e, 

Or cheer my heart ; 
The voice of fate calls gloomily, 

And we must part. 

xn. 
Chairswood I my heart's sweet hame is there : 
Again where shall I find, oh I where, 
A scene to match thy banks sae fair ; 

Thy spreading bow'rs, 
Thy winding groves, thy genial air, 

Thy waving flow'rs. 

xin. 
When o'er thy shades rejoicing Spring 
Her virgin robes did wanton fling. 
And taught thy warbliiig choir to sing 

Wi' gladsome voice, 
How have I fled the social ring 

To share thy joys I 

xrv. 
When gaudy summer smiled serene. 
Gay mantling o'er the flowery scene, 
Alang thy banks, luxuriant green, 

I loved to rest. 
And pore beside the slumb'ring stream 

Wi' raptured "breast. 



\ 
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XV. 

When Autumn pale, through glen and wood, 
In torrents pour'd his dark-brown flood, 
Thy lovely vale divesting rude 

Of all its charms, 
Wi' kindred drooping heart I viewed 

His dire alarms. 

XVI. 

E'en when grim Winter's ravage wild 
Fierce o'er the wasted landscape toil'd, 
An' deep his snaws white-drifting piled 

Alang the glen. 
The dearest haunt of fancy's child, 

I hail'd thee then. 

xvn. 
Well may I sigh frae thee to part, 
An' to my e'e the tear-drap start, 
The scene o' vanish'd joys, thou art 

Nae mair forgot ; 
In thee I won the faithfu' heart 

That cheers my lot. 

xvm. 
And here, lane wandering by thy stream, 
'Nealli buoyant youth's impassion'd beam, 
Song's wildly sweet enchanting dream 

My vision blest. 
The soul of every later theme 

That fires my bieast. 
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XIX. 

Where'er my steps or fancies roam, 
Where sweet thy gurgling waters foam, 
By cottage fair or lordly dome, 

Alang thy shores. 
Each scene combines to form a home 

The Muse adores. 

XX. 

By flow'ry lawn or verdant mead, 
Where'er thy charms alluring lead, 
As, tuning wild my artless reed, 

I wander forth, 
I mark the homes adorn thy shade 

Of wealth and worth. 

XXI. 

Here lately seen, thy frequent guest, 
As gowans closed the dewy breast. 
An' gloamin' clad the purple west 

In pensive shade. 
Thy graceful minstrel of the past. 

Sweet Delta, strayed. 

xxn. 
Where'er I gaze 'tis classic ground. 
Thy sweeping hills and woods around ; 
Each storied ridge and bone-strewn mound 

O'er Pinkie's height, 
The fatal scene where victory frown'd 

On freedom's nglat. 
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xxni. 
There, crowning high thy westward plains, 
I distant view the fair domains 
Where private worth rank nobly deigns 

With wealth to share, 
And pow'r with brightest virtue reigns, 

Example rare. 

XXIV. 

'Mid yonder upland's woody screen 
Fair Carberry's stately tow'rs are seen, 
Where faction's rebel hordes, I ween, 

In triumph met, 
And fortune's star on Scotia's Queen 

For ever set. 

XXV. 

Dear, hallow'd spot of early days. 
Still in my dreams the bumie plays ; 
Still mem'ry views with wistful gaze 

The flow'ry sod, 
Where sportive o'er thy sunny braes 

My childhood trod. 

XXVI. 

What breast forgets the glowing hours. 
Thrice bright in fancy's dawning pow'rs ; 
The days when hope, enchanted, tow'rs 

O'er fairy ground. 
And pleasure strews her golden flow'rs 

Our path around I 
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xxvn. 
Oh, no I each dear remember'd spot — 
The thorny glen, the leafy grot. 
The daisied wild, the rush-built cot, 

The babbling rill— 
In memory's ear " forget us not " 

Are whisp'ring still. 

xxvni. 
Sweet scenes, adieu I life's winter hoar 
Cold creeps your summer gladness o'er, 
As strews her thorny path before 

Hope's scatter'd bloom. 
Dark-drifting to a leeward shore 

In midnight gloom. 

XXIX. 

Farewell ! but while enjoyment high 
Awakes strong recollection's sigh — 
While transport gleams on mem'ry's eye 

Through sorrow's tears — 
Your charms shall gild each treasured joy 

That time endears. 



FAME. 



What Is the end of fame ?«. 
For this men write, ipeak, preach, and heroes kill,^ 
To have, when the oriKinal is dust, 
A name, a wretched picture, and worse bust. 

BYRON. 

Thoa art mine Idoi-Uod. 

MOIR. 



I. 

Resplendent dream ! all powers above, 
Whose rival claims to care and love 

Man's varying thoughts employ ; 
Whose favouring glance each nerve can brace, 
Thy airy heights with hope to trace, 

And fire each pulse with joy. 

n. 
A breath whose partial smile or frown 
Can sink a name, or bear it down 

Through ruin, change, and time, 
And life's uncounted cares disarm, 
Beneath thy false but specious charm 

A shadow so sublime. 
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in. 
I hail thee, phantom, as thou art, 
And lightly from my throbbing heart 

Let lesser themes be flung. 
As bright before my vision now 
I mark thy beaming laureFd brow, 

And hear thy syren tongue. 

IV. 

Despair that tracks the steps of life. 
And nerveless Fear that flies from strife. 

Beneath thy glance recoil. 
As Hope uplifts her trembling eye 
To gaze along the brightening sky. 

Where thou hast deign'd to smile. 

V. 

As when, amid the tempest's wrath. 
Faint marks the nighted wanderer's path 

Some star-directed ray. 
Thy radiance o'er the wastes of time 
Pours down in golden streams sublime 

To light life's barren way. 

VI. 

Hath Nature framed one callous heart 
Without the all-engrossing part, 

Ambition's secret cause ? 
Or mortal trod time's chequer'd maze, 
Insensate to the voice of praise, 

Ungladden'd by applauae. 
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VII. 

The statesman's hope— the warrior's meed- 
Of senate's toil — of glorious deed — 
How much the source is thine, 
Approving wisdom that to crown, 
This triumph's echoing voice to drown, 
While round thy laurels shine. 

vm. 
Proud science, learning, valour brave. 
Prom thee their courted tribute crave. 

By kindred longings led, 
The heavens to scan, the depths to steer, 
Or welcome in the frantic cheer 

Grim slaughter's gory bed. 

IX. 

E'en Beauty from her magic throne. 
With witching smile and suppliant tone, 

In thee a herald craves. 
And flushed by flattery's breath appears, 
With deeper guile and smoother snares. 

To chain her willing slaves. 

X. 

And chief in fancy's orient sky 
The star that guides the Poet's eye 

Through rapture's flowery maze ; 
While pleasure giddy in thy view 
With pausing reason bids adieu, 

To revel in thy blaze. 
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XI. 

Beneath thy all-pervading theme 
Of hermit- worth shall fancy dream, 

Or virtue's humbler form ; 
Can fortune, friendship, title, place. 
Impart to life one rival grace 

To match thy potent charm? 

xn. 
All life proclaims before thy shrine 
Her aims, her toils, her triumphs thine, 

And thine the godlike part 
To claim from all that youth inspires, 
Or hope foretells, or genius fires. 

The worship of the heart. 

xm. 

But, hark ! low- whispering on mine ear, 

Methinks reflection's voice I hear 
In warning accents rise : 

Improve, frail man, the present hour. 

Embrace the joys within thy power- 
Be humble, and be wise. 

XIV. 

Alas 1 how vain the treasure prized. 
For calm content and peace despised, 

How fruitless all thy claim ; 
Man forward strains a shade to clasp. 
While present bliss eludes his grasp. 

And dies to win — a name. 
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XV. 

How idly Bhall thy tale be told, 

When from thy loose and lessening bold. 

Life's fleeting hours are sped. 
Can adulation's warmest breath 
Illume the darksome bed of death. 

Speak pleasure to the dead ? 

XVI. 

Shall they a deeper night endure 
Who wander on unknown, obscure ? 

Less soundly shall they sleep. 
Who darkling sink to earth's cold rest. 
Their name — ^their story unexpressed, 

Without a heart to weep ? 

xvn. 
How little prized or understood 
Life's real end and real good ; 

Man's cherish'd hopes how vain I 
How oft, with blind mistaken art, 
He rears the thorns that sting his heart. 

And strew his paths with pain. 

xvni. 
think how brief time's farthest span, 
And fairest wreath by mortal won. 

Decay must seize at last ; 
As summer leaves, how green soe'er, 
In autumn winds grow wan and sere, 

And perish in the blast. 
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XIX. 

A thousand fates thy bosom teach 

To pluck the flowers within thy reach : 

The moments quickly fly ; 
And all too soon, without thy aid, 
Creeps round thy days pale winter's shade. 

And sorrow o'er thy sky. 

XX. 

Yet ever thus life's devious aim 
For real bliss mistakes the name, 

To self-deception blind ; 
Thus wandering wide, man's erring will 
Pursues the fickle shadow still. 

The substance leaves behind. 



A VISION. 



Rather like a dream than an asmrance that my remeinbrance vairanti. 

8HAKSPBARB. 



I. 

I dream'd, but whether asleep or awake, 
Mortal muse may never tell. 

Tis said by the wise, life's all a dream ; 
That nothing is as it doth seem ; 
That nought doth a real form partake 

Where certainty grounded on truth may dwell. 

n. 

Wild winter all darkling and desolate rode 

In his cloud-circled car thro' the storm-boding sky. 
As slow a procession all mournfully trod. 
Bearing in silence a lifeless load 

To the weird old churchyard nigh. 
By years of affection and intercourse bound. 

What pangs for that loved one did memory crave, 
As onward, o'ershadow'd by sadness, we wound 

To the goal of life's friendships and pleasures — the 
gravel 
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I gazed, while deep o'er the cold blaxjk shrond 
With ominous sound fell the pattering clay, 

And sorrow came down like a starless cloud 

O'er my soul, for the friends that were passing away, 

m. 

Soon the grim sexton's work was done, 

The damp turf spread, and the mourners gone, 

And I shuddered to feel there was one — ^but one, 

Lonely emblem of sadness for happiness run. 

Left t& weep by that mansion of silence alone. 

Oh I is this all, in anguish I cried. 

That follows the pause of our mortal care ? 

Doth the goal of Eternity centre there ? 

Of all we toil for, and strive and mourn, 
Nought waiting the pause of our hope beside 

The worm, the coffin, and crumbling urn ! 
I cried, but all as death was still, 
Save the hollow blast, as it whistled shrill 

O'er mouldering stone and weed^strewn grave. 
Solemn it fell with a desolate wail, 
And through the dim bars of the vaulted aisle 

A dirge-like echo gave. 

IV. 

Sudden starless and dim o'er the storm-ridden waste, 
As the veil of Despair fell the shadow of night ; 
Methought Desolation's bleak desert I traced. 
And deep in my heart, throbbing ViMim^ ^TSi«:^^ 
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All sense of the present fled darkling away, 
'Neath a vision of terror that rose on my sight. 

V. 

Without a guide, "without a star, 

In pathless wastes I wander'd far, 

Where all was vain that mind could feel. 

And nought but endless sorrow real. 

So wild the scene, so deep the gloom. 

Earth frown'd around a living tomb ; * 

For friends had parted one by one, 

And brittle hopes in air were gone. 

Till not a gleam was left to bless 

My soul with seeming happiness ; 

And still, as on I blindly strayed, 

Increased the baleful signs of death, 

In horror's endless forms portrayed, 

Circling my fearful path. 

The dead, from yawning graves around, 

In the clammy grasp of corruption frown'd ; 

Eyeless skulls with unearthly grin, 

Where the loathsome worms caroused within, 

At every step uncoffin'd lay ; 
While trooping round, with mocking air. 
The sullen spirits of Despair 

Mingled in dire array : — 
Black Kemorse with shrinking glance, 
Fear with timorous eye askance. 
Envy with malignant glare. 
Hatred, Disappointment, Care, 
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Cunning deep with slanting brow, 

Mean Deceit with artful bow, 

Flattery vile with poison'd breath, 

Grim Revenge with frown of death, 

Lust, foul parasite of shame ; 

Malice, eager to defame ; 

Poverty, all wan and worn. 

Feebly passed, on crutches borne ; 

Tyranny and lordly pride 

Trod o'er weakness side by side ; 

With ten thousand baleful forms. 

Spirits of pestilence, war, and storms ; 

Words mot never portray or tell. 

So fiendlike, grim, and horrible, 

Keeping concourse wild and high 

Through the darkness fearfully ; 
And still, at each footstep, I could not but tread 
On the revelling worms and the bones of the dead. 

VI. 

Grod and Christ are charmed names ; 
Oft they trembled on my lips ; 

Yet never a sound that anguish told 
My heart was burning to unfold ; 
My tongue was parch'd with fiercer flames 
Than scorch and flash from tropic skies, 
Where the mariner dreams 
Of ice-cold streams. 
Then raging wild a maniac dies, 
As the tepid brine he sips. 
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Heaven and Hope are charmed words 

When the weary heart is dark with care, 
Ere doubt the light of their power retards ; 
But my soul was benighted, and hope was fled — 
All wilder'd I grop'd 'mong the ghastly dead 

In the darkness of despair ; 
Or where the gibbering maniac foam'd, 
Longing for rest, I blindly roam'd, 
Listening afar with hideous glee 
His wild unhallowed mockery. 
And oft by the suicide ^s grave I trod. 
Where despair had flung off life's weary load, 
And but for the dread of dreams to come, 
When the eye is dark and the voice is dumb, 
With the struggling victims of doubting and care, 
I had sought the peace of oblivion there. 

vn. 

The vision changed — along the waste. 

With fitful ray a star appeared, 
And softly gleaming o'er my breast, 

By madness torn, by anguish sear'd. 
Awaked a faint responsive light 
Within my bosom's deeper night. 

So when before the bursting waves 
All rudderless the bark is driven. 

While wildly round the tempest raves. 
And midnight veils the face of heaven ; 

When present doom all hope denies 
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To brave destruction's whelming war, 
The seaman hails with brightening eyes 

The beacon's frequent blaze afar. 
And now meljiought the fiends were fled 

That wrought my spirit's fearful plight ; 
Earth closed again above her dead, 

And hope revived with growing light. 
Now seem'd I to tread thro' the mansions of peace, 
Where hope wept no more over pleasure's decease, 
For an influence rising o'er sorrow and gloom 
There reign'd in the light of perpetual bloom. 
Before me the streams of life and death, 
Laden with spoils of the heart, were blending ; 
And pure as the flowers of the summer's first prime, 
Undimm'd by the chances and changes of time, 
The white-robed shades of confiding faith 
And seraph-eyed hope rose, in glory ascending. 
On pinions of light free and fearless they fiew. 
Where the billows of time to eternity roll ; 
And still as they soar'd growing less in my view, 
These words as the dew fell, refreshing my soul : — 

vin. 

Let doubt no more invade thy heart. 
Content to know this truth — thou art: — 

An atom in creation's scale. 
And must fulfil thy destiny, 
Howe'er or wheresoe'er it be. 

Which every thought to ok^n^ icw&\. ^^k^^ 
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No more o'er mortal visions gone 
Thus brood in painful reverie ; 
Though not the first, thou standst alone, 
The seeming end of all to moan. 
Still idle shall the question be ; 
For vainly, madly, dost thou rave, 
And think to wrest from silent grave 
The secret of Eternity. 
And far as the strain died away on mine ear. 
These last falling accents came solemn and clear, 
To trust undismayed in the light that is given ; 
Tho' priestcraft and creeds lack the power to console. 
The inborn longings of hope in the soul 
Point onward and upward to Heaven. 



A TRIBUTE TO THE MEMOBI OF BURNS, 

AND IN HONOUB OF HIS FIRST CEKTENART. 

I. 

Not with the inglorions dead he rests — 

The fairest gem in fame's regard : 
Embalm'd with love in freemen's breasts — 

A world's renown his meet reward. 
And while o'er Boon's enchanted vale 

The lark shall wake the dewy mom, 
So long shall Scotia's bosom hail 

The auspicious hour her Bard was bom ! 

n. 

We hail thee, day of deathless date I 

Let songs ;fjoy thy advent haU; 
With beaming eye and brow elate 

Each heart recount thy glorious tale. 
Old Scotia's glens and mountains wild 

Rejoice — ^the hallow'd hour returns 
That usher'd in glad Nature's child — 

Her world-exalted minstrel, Bums ! 
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m. 
Ye wild woods waving in the gale 

That howls your leafless glades among ; 
Ye darkling storms, o'er hill and vale, 

That pour your chilling blasts along ; 
Ye murky skies of threatening gloom, 

Rejoice amid your wintry woes. 
Beneath your frown, to deathless bloom, 

Great Caledonia's Bard arose I 

IV. 

Thou dazzling spirit of the past, 

Surviving o'er oblivion's gloom. 
Whose genius-lighted page shall last 

Coeval with wide nature's doom, 
Behold, from radiant spheres above, 

Where patriot souls ethereal shine. 
Thy country pour her tears of love 

Around thy dear, thy sacred shrine I 

V. 

The heart to fire, to cheer, to melt, 

To thee the varied powers were given 
By Nature's hand, the numbers dealt 

That gave thy song the hues of heaven ; 
Thy witching notes, that artless glide. 

Now independent, fearless, free ; 
Now pouring sweet a gladd'ning tide 

Of unaffected sympathy. 
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VI. 

What heart unfired hath known or read 

Thy patriotic strains sublime ; 
Those glimpses of the mighty dead, 

And glorious deeds of other time ? 
What breast our storied fields hath trod, 

Nor felt the glow thy song inspires, 
With each heroic thought imbued. 

That roused our Caledonian sires ? 

vn. 

Nor less thy satire^s withering might 

Could brand with independent scorn 
The lordly foes of manly right, 

Or rend the robe by bigots worn ; 
From Buperstition^s earthward eyes 

The veil of priestcraft dash aside, 
And bid the mind unfettered rise 

In conscious freedom's noblest pride. 

vm. 

We grieve thy cup was full of woe, 

That e'er thy light had led astray ; 
But who hath felt the fervid glow 

That gave thy passions conquering sway ? 
Alas I that envy's baleful breath 

Should e'er relume the spots that mar, 
And flit across thy bright brief path 

Like shadows o'er the morning 8tar« 
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IX. 

And, oh ! 'twas thine through life's brief hour, 

Alas I too sadly thine to know 
Chill poverty, that nips the flow'r, 

While care's sharp thorns luxuriant grow ; 
By every blast of fate laid low 

That sears the bloom of lustrous worth ; 
Transfix'd by every shaft of woe 

That spares the sordid sons of earth. 

x. 

'Tis past ; — in fame's proud galaxy, 

A star beyond the power of night. 
Beneath thy blaze we soar on high. 

And dare to dwell in freedom's light : 
In every clime, 'neath every sky. 

One kindred theme of glory now ; 
While admiration twines with joy 

Her fairest wreath to grace thy brow. 

XI. 

Not with the inglorious dead he rests — 

The fairest gem in fame's regard : 
Embalm'd with love in freemen's breasts — 

A world's renown his meet reward. 
And while o'er Doon's enchanted vale 

The lark shall wake the dewy morn. 
So long shall Scotia's bosom hail 

The auspicious hour her Bard was bom. 



SONG. 



I. 

Beamed ever eyes so bright as thine, 

Like orbs of light above ; 
Glanced e'er in cup the ruddy wine 

Sweet as thy lips of love ? 
Fell e*er so pure the mountain-snow, 

Or seem'd its hue more fair. 
Than is thy ever-radiant brow 

'Neath plumes of golden hair ? 

n. 

Did ever bloom so sweet a flower — 

So beautiful, so meek — 
In fairy grove or summer bower. 

As is thy blushing cheek ? 
Hath balmy gale e'er stirr'd the groves 

To make the spring rejoice. 
Or forest warbler sung his loves 

More sweet than is thy voic^? 
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III. 
Sing not the charms of maids who dwell 

On Greece's spell-bound shores, 
More dear to me Esk's sylvan dell, 

And her my heart adores. 
More dear Esk's waving banks to rove, 

And rest amid her bowers ; 
For there I've spent my days of love — 

Of life the brightest hours. 



VEfiSES, 



WRITTEN ON VISITING THE SPOT KNOWN AS MARY'S MOUNT, 

ON CARBERRY HILL. 



Caerbarrin, famed by history's pen 

In Scotland's later day. 
When Bothwell fled, and Mary was led 

In weeping beauty away. 

MOIR. 



I. 

Sweet Carberry I by thy castled towers, 
Here as I tread the classic sod, 

Where circle round thy peaceful bowers 
The ground a Scottish monarch trod, 

My breast with rising pity swells 

For her whose tale thy scenery tells. 

n. 
A Scottish monarch — one, alas I 

Whose fate bequeaths an endless name, 
The first of sorrow's abject race ; 

So link'd with trial, suffering, shame. 
Not history's darkest page may show 
Thy mate in beauty and in woe. 
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in. 
Thou wert not faultless, — yet of all 

Thy race, who stands exempt from faults ? 
They whom thine errors ne'er befall, 

Whom worth o'er all their kind exalts. 
From general human fedlings free, 
May triumph in thy misery. 

IV. 

By priestcraft's grovelling slaves misled, 
And villains foul with murder's brand. 

By faction's baleful schemes betrayed, 
Dethron'd, exiled thy native land, 

In captive chains to pine and die, 

To gloat a heartless enemy. 

V. 

Where, Scotland, was the spirit then 

That erst had spum'd the Saxon's might. 

The plaided sons of hill and glen. 
Thy Wallace led in freedom's fight. 

From out a rival despot's hand 

To free the sovereign of their land ? 

VI. 

Alas I disunion's palsied hand, 
Less in heroic deeds than words, 

Strew'd o'er the faction-blasted land 
Polemics keener than their swords. 

Grim churls and mad fanatics grown. 

With pulBelesa veins and hearts of stone. 
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vn. 
Yes ! o'er thy doom shall pity wail, 

Though foes are loud and Mends are few ; 
Though discord's banded chiefe we hail, 

Distracted Scotland's saviours, who 
Opposed each common good beside 
That sought to curb their feudal pride. 

vin. 
'Twas freedom, honour, conscience, bade 

Rebellion fire each hostile breast ; 
Yet might the grateful muses add 

Two motives well worth all the rest, 
Thy foes' chief prompters in that hour — 

Base treason and the lust of power. 

IX. 

Yet reap'd thy country all the good 
Brute force, not reason, might secure, 

Alone by erring zeal withstood ; 

Rememb'ring that thy foes were pure, 

Pure even as sinless zealots now 

With Heaven's own mark upon their brow. 

X. 

Vile mockery ! — ^yet shall history's page 

Gloss o'er thy unrequited fate ; 
Thy blood — thy wrongs — thy foes' fierce rage, 

Though sanction'd by the good and great ; 
For still the traitors to their land 
Sprung from the pious and the ^9iXv\. 



iV2 ON VISITING MARY'S MOUNT. 

XI. 

Thee more than all thy hapless race, 
In life, in death, with fiends beset — 

A woman's heart — a fatal face, 
Tliy most offensive faults ; and yet 

What pitying breast such truth may tell, 

Thy sins have been portrayed so well. 

xn. 
Alas ! that e'er a triumph, wrought 

In thine and Scotland's darkest hour. 
Should trace in tears to sadden'd thought 

Signs of that spirit's weaken'd power, 
That through the far heroic past 
Had scom'd proud conquest's fiercest blast. 

xin. 
Forgotten time's oblivious robe 

Grows o'er my country's nobler day, 
Revived but in the patriot throb, 

For sterner virtues pass'd away ; 
Such meet reward concession brings 
Of independence, throne, and kings. 

xrv. 
The last proud scion of thy race, 

Expelled a bartered nation's trust, 
Result of thine and our disgrace, 

Long sleeps in undistinguish'd dust ; 
Peace, wealth, at last our sorrows drown, 

/V/ recompense for name and crown. 



LINES TO A CHILD SLEEPING. 



I. 

Sleep on, sweet slumberer, gently sleep, as mnsing 
here the while 

I mark the heavenly peace that dwells in thy un- 
conscious smile : 

Where is the tongue can fitly tell, or language can 
express, 

The unalloyed bliss that beams in childhood's slum- 
bering face ! 

n. 

Sleep calmly, gentle Babe, the while I view thy 

seraph rest, 
As thou art nestling dove-like there upon thy mother's 

breast. 
Oh! where on earth is such a type, at once so sweet 

and pure. 
Of those bright sinless forms that throng Elysium's 

cloudless shore. 
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m. 
More spotless than the tender bad of summer's fidrest 

flower, 
The insect and the Tenom'd worm are sovereigns of 

the bower ; 
Pure as the orient beams arrayed in morning's golden 

glow, 
Untainted yet by earth's dark scenes — a stranger to 

its woe. 

IV. 

Sleep calmly, while thy gentle heart no sorrow bath 
come near, 

While blighted hopes and baffled aims force not the 
bitter tear ; 

For soon the thousand cares of life will pierce thy 
bosom's core. 

And present peace flee thy embrace, returning never- 
more. 

V. 

No memory of unhallow'd deeds thy bosom lurks 

beneath, 
No falsehood poisons in its flow the dew of thy sweet 

breath ; 
Serene as autumn's moonlit sky is now thy cloudless 

brow, 
And pure the murmur of thy lips, as guileless maiden's 

VOW. 
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VI. 

No restless visions haunt thee now, nor wring the 

moan of woe, 
From ills thou know'st not yet, but which thy riper 

years must know ; 
Ay, childhood is the heaven of life, and they who 

deepest dwell 
In after-sorrow's shade feel most the magic of its spell. 

vn. 

Then calmly sleep, while thus to me thy seraph smiles 

express 
The dreams that haunt the weary heart of childhood's 

vanished bliss ; 
For holy are thy tender hours, and pure each heavenly 

trace 
Of unimbitter'd happiness that lights thy slumbering 

face. 



A FATHER'S WISH. 



TO THE BAICE. 



I. 

! NOT upon a path of thorns be thy young footsteps 

placed, 
And may thou never trace thy way through drear 

misfortune's waste ; 
But still, till in undying hope thy latest hour be past, 
The sunshine of prosperity its halo round thee cast. 

n. 

And may thy bosom never feel life's tempests rude 

and bleak. 
To blast the bloom of happiness that lightens o'er thy 

cheek ; 
Nor dark-ensnaring villany twine round thy tender 

heart 
Its poison'd fangs, till sadly pierced thou wither 

'neath its smart. 
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m. 
Let virtue ever guide thy steps, in gladness or in care, 
For in the spotless heart she sways unbroken peace 

is there ; 
The breast of inward joy bereft of all is most alone, 
For, oh I what soothes the pang of grief when all 

beside is gone I 

IV. 

And hear, " all-seeing Might," the wish my bosom 

breathes for thee — 
That guardian angels tend thee still, where'er thy 

path may be. 
Till safe beyond life's changing scenes, and then to 

thee be given 
A place among the virgin flowers that never fade in 

heaven. 



TO A FAVOURITE CAT, 

NAMED SAMSO!?. 



A poet's rat— •edate and iprave. 
At poet well roold wish to have. 

COWPBR. 



I. 

PuiB Puss, alas I how auld aiid frail 

Thou'rt grown, and scarce can wag thy tail — 

Grim time, wi' his remorseless flail, 

Lays on wi' pith. 
And soon, I fear, my heart maun wail 

An' mourn thy death. 

n. 
How doilt an' feeble now thy gait. 
Your legs scarce bear your tottering weight — 
Sad change sin' years o' happier date. 

When, young and gay. 
Ye frisket in the fields my mate ^ 

The leelang day. 

J When I wart a boy followinj? the publime occupation of crowherd, this 
CMi WB8 my faithfal and constant corapaniotv itv the ^tt\d%. 
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in. 
An' duly as wore round the e'en, 
Thou wert my constant bosom frien' ; 
Or thrumm'd your sang as proud's a king 

Aboon my pillow, 
As loving as gif ye had been 

My only billy. 

IV. 

Near saxteen years hae wing'd their flight 
Sin' first ye lookit on the light — 
A sturdy, sprawlin', sonsie wight, 

0' glossy grey. 
An' brave, for thou wert Samson hight 

Thy natal day. 

V. 

Wi' thy braid back and massy head. 
An' siccar shanks o' strength an' speed, 
nk body own'd ye took the lead, 

Far, far aboon 
The mewlin', weak, degenerate breed. 

Through a' the toun. 

VI. 

Ne'er rat or mouse e'er cross'd thy path 
But was as sure o' instant death 
As Philistines that met the wrath 

0' Samson's jaw. 
Quick weltering in a bluidy bath 

Aneath thy paw. 
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vn. 
O' tronbles je hae had your share. 
An' aft yonr pickin's been bnt pair ; 
Yet though o' dainties rich an' rare 

Ye canna vannt, 
While I've a teat o* meal to spare 

Ye'se never want. 

vui. 
An* if thy maister's doomed to wage, 
Like thee, the weary war wi' age. 
When crushed beneath his stormy rage, 

May fortune send, 
Life's wintry hardships to assuage, 

Just sic a Mend. 

IX. 

I mourn to see your days near run, 
An' yo hao left nae stalwart son, 
In wrath the shameless deed I ban, 

That gart ye tine 
The power to follow Nature's plan, 

An' save your line. 

X. 

Tjang will it be, I sairly fear, 
Krc ano to fill your place appear, 
I<Vao a* tho wily mischiefs clear 

By thoe detested. 
Or can wi' shelves and presses near 

Like thoe Iw trusted. 



TO A PAVOtJRITE CAT. 
XI. 

YeVe aye been faithfu', trae, and leal, 
Disdainin' a' attempts to steal. 
For herrin' spits or birds to speel 

Ye aye refrain'd, 
As feann' lest a pilfer'd meal 

Your name had stain'd. 

xn. 
An', oh ! how great wad be the grace 
In mony o' a nobler race, 
Were they like thee their destined place 

Honest pursuin', 
Free £rae their sordid selfish chase 

To others' ruin. 

xm. 
How mony wear an honoured name 
Whom thou, the lowly brute, mightst shame- 
Poor grovelling worms, to every claim 

And feeling blind 
That nurse love's social generous flame, 

And bless mankind. 

XIV. 

But soon life's sun will set on thee, 
An' tak thee firae the world an' me, 
An' ance again to dust thou'lt be 

For ever gane, 
Nae comin' future thou mayst dree, 

Nor live again. 
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XV. 

Unlike the dark myHtcrious fate 
Doth us thy self-Btyled lords await, 
When once beyond this transient state, 

Life's little day, 
An' 'cross the threshold of thy gate. 

Eternity. 

XVI. 

Yes, Pussy I men an' cats maun yield, 
Howe'er they may contest the field, 
By age deprived o' every shield 

To life that's given. 
To Death's dread shrine, where a' hae kneel'd, 

In darkness driven. 



THE WAIL OF WAR. 



I. 

Whebe winds, spice-laden, sigh 

Throngh groves of eastern lands, 
And placid rivers calmly roll 

'Mid flowers, o'er golden sands ; 
Where Nature reigns in bowers of bliss. 

Hoarse sounds are heard afieur, 
In thunder, o'er those sunlit plains, 

The death-fraught wail of war. 

n. 

Beyond the barren shore, 

Where Borean tempests rave. 
And fierce the snow-cloud drifte above 

Pale Nature's sunless grave ; 
Deep-echoing through the storm-swept wild 

Of solitude afiftr, 
Shrill o'er the gentler blasts of heaven, 

Is pour'd the wail of wax. 
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III. 

To the hall of pomp and pride, 

To the palace proud and gay, 
The castled homes of wealth and power, 

That sound hath found its way ; 
Hath rung its dread peal through the dance, 

A mirth-destroying scar, 
And paled fair beauty's glistening eye — 

The tear-dimm'd wail of war. 

IV. 

Around that cottage hearth. 

What darkens pleasure's smile. 
Blighting the rosy cheek of health ? 

What tears of sadness soil ? 
Alas I beneath the lowly roof^ 

Its simple bliss to mar. 
Hath burst, in withering tones of woe, 

The fearful wail of war. 

V. 

The mother's vacant gaae. 

The father's grief- wrung heart, 
The pining maiden's hopeless eye. 

Bear witness of its smart : 
And breasts, within whose anguish'd core 

Despair's dread demons jar. 
And widows' groans and orphans' tears, 

All breathe a curse on war. 
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VI. 

Oh, Earth I must still thy bosom flair 

Be darkened by the blood 
Of slaves, who at their tyrants' call 

Must shed life's crimson flood ? 
Still must ambition's frenzied rage 

Peace from thy grasp debar, 
And in her bell-directed power 

Protract the wail of war ? 

vu. 

Still, still, thy groaning breast becomes 

To life's sad wreck a grave ; 
Still ocean o'er her countless slain 

Rolls the empurpled wave ; 
Still famine raves and pity weeps 

Above the smoking char 
Of empires, while dread terror peals 

Her awful wail of war. 

vm. 

How long shall tyrants snap the bonds 

Of brotherhood in twain, 
That should unbroken bind our hearts 

In concord's holy reign ? 
The fiendish powers of priest and king 

Still cloud earth's fedrest star — 
The life-ennobling light of peace — 

Beneath the wail of war. 



i 
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IX. 

1 shall there not yet dawn a time 

When justice, truth, and right. 
Will shine above dark ruin's wave 

With life-diffusmg light ? 
When love and peace, with sovereign sway. 

In proud triumphal car, 
Shall rise exultant o'er the gloom. 

And hush the wail of war? 



SONG. 

I. 

Again, in the fiar-stretching visions of fency, 

O'er youth's fading dreamland, my memory stray'd ; 

Again through the wild- wood I roved wi' my Nancy, 

And clasped her unseen 'neath the green-closing 

shade. 

The rose on her cheek still in freshness was blooming, 

Her lip, fondly smiling, still sparkled with dew ; 
The gay-waving wild -flowers the woodlands per- 
fuming, 
Breathed life o'er the day-dream that rose on my 
view. 

II. 

'Twas false;— o'er my spirit fate's thunder-cloud 
breaking. 

Once more the Mi landscape in darkness array'd. 
My bosom from all its fond visions awaking,^ 

That stream as the star-light through time's misty 
shade; 
Yet Nancy, though long the soft sunshine has fled 

That dawn'd on my youth frae thy love-lighted e'e. 
As rest to the weary, as hope to the sad, 

So come the sweet dreams of thy presence to mft« 



ODE TO THE EAINBOW. 



I. 

Hail, glorious emblem I monument sublime 

Of love unchanging to an erring worid, 
Still reappearing as the wheels of time 

Drive onward, when the saline mists are curFd 
From sea to sky, and then are backward hurVd 

In balmy freshness to the thirsty eai*th ; 
While glistening plains, and trees, and flowers, are 
pearl'd 

With liquid gems, majestic shin'st thou forth^ 
All radiant in the hues of thy primeval birth. 

II. 

Not as the moon in yonder cloudless sky, 
In dreamy silence, holds her midnight reign 

On azure throne, 'midst the star-spangled canopy 
Unrivall'd queen of all the glittering train : 
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No, — when the clouds are lowering, and the rain 
Threatens another deluge, and the sun 

Withdraws his smiles, while torrents gush amain, 
O'erflowing earth's deep fountains, and men shun 

Their course, then thou proclaim'st God's mercy is 
not done. 

III. 

Thine is the beauty of creation: Art 

Hath decked thee not in mockery's array ; 
But, as the ray of hope that gilds the heart 

When sorrow's clouds are compassing our way. 
Thou breakest through the darkness of the day 

In robes which far outvie the pomp of kings. 
Thine is a garb of mercy — ^theirs of tyranny ; 

Thine tidings of unlessen'd goodness brings— 
Theirs nurse oppression's woes beneath ambition's 
wings. 

IV. 

Thy azure tints are glorious as the blue 

Of summer's sleeping ocean ; and the rose 
Outrivals not thy purple's blushing hue, 

Though mistress of each garden-flower she blows. 
Time's silent river not more gently flows 

Toward eternity's unknown abyss, 
Than do thy dying shades soft-mingling close ; 

Minute, yet lost in splendour's fond caress, 
Jehovah's pledge of hope, security, and bliss. 



SONG. 



I. 

Op all the fair visions of pleasures departed. 

None gleam o'er the heart so enchantingly bright, 
As when thro' the sonl love's first impnlses started 

To beauty's soft smiles in a flood of delight. 
Though childhood's sweet hours float in day-dreams 
before us, 

The soul-cherish'd picture of fancy's desires,. 
'Tis thine, guileless love, as thy spirit breathes o'er us, 

The rapturous thrill recollection inspires. 

n. 

As swells the sad bosom when sorrow's pale eye 

Marks hope's star un veil'd 'mid the night of despair. 
So mem'ry's mild beam gently gladdens life's sky — 

A beacon of light through the shadows of care. 
Tho' wrench'd every tie, chill'd each tender emotion. 

As dim-rolling years mark our pleasures depart, 
Each spot, render'd sacred by love's first devotion. 

Still teems with the bliss that then gladden'd the 
heart. 



LINES 

WBITTEN OH THE BLANK LEAF OF A BOOK 
FBBSEHTED TO A FRIEND. 

I. 

Were worth and beauty less divine, 
Then might my humble muse aspire 

To sing of one whose charms outshine 
The summer's best attire. 

n. 

Tet one rude note of artless praise, 
One ardent wish from heart sincere, 

Permit my lowly harp to raise, 
And may thou deign to hear. 

m. 

Unshaded still by sorrow's gloom, 
Unscathed by darkly- withering care, 

Still on in sweet attraction bloom, 
Unmatch'd among the fieiir. 
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IV. 

Fve seen the beauteous summer flowers 
Pour forth their sweetness to the gale, 

And cahnly fade as autumn hours 
Roird peaceful o'er the vale. 

V. 

I've marked the glorious beaming sun 
Resplendent gild fjEur realms on high, 

Till, through a day of brightness run, 
Soft twilight clothed the sky. 

VI. 

So mayst thou bloom, so gently fade, 
Preserved from art and falsehood's harms, 

While guardian virtue's sacred shade 
Repels the world's storms. 

vn. 

And think no dream of rapturous love 

Awakens thus the poet's art. 
One sigh alone is mine to give 

From an admiring heart. 



SONNET 

C0XP08ED AMONG THE BUINB OF CRAIOMILLAR CASTLE. 

Time-hallow'd ruins, in thy roofless halls, 

Deserted all and crumbling to decay. 
On Fancy's view how sad the vision falls 

That paints thy former with thy present day. 
On rampart high, and circlmg turret gray. 

The maU-clad warrior's guardian watch is o'er, 
Nor war's wild din, nor chivalry's array, 

Shall break the quiet of thy slumbers more. 
Around thy towers the clustering ivy clings. 

Sad emblem still of wealth and grandeur fled ; 
Shrill through thy vaults the breeze of winter sings 

A last lone requiem for the mighty dead. 
Thy fate is life's — ^thy fate all earthly things — 

Successive sinking to oblivion's bed. 



WRITTEN OVER THE GRAVE OF A FRIEND. 

Strong virtue here and patient worth allied, 
To few made known, but by that few enjoy'd, 
In hope's pure trust, beneath this hallow'd sod. 
Await the hour that calls them home to God. 



REFLECTIONS IN A MOONLIGHT WALK. 



I. 

Hail, beauteous orb I divinely fair, 

Mild sovereign of the silent ni^t, 
To thee in splendour reigning there 

Calm admiration wings her flight. 
I wander 'neath thy glistening light, 

Or where the tall trees gently shade, 
While countless gems glance round thee bright, 

In heaven's celestial hues array'd. 

n. 

Serenely-silent hour of joy, 

! let my heart enjoy thee still. 
Where o'er the vale the night-airs sigh, 

And weeping dews their pearls distil. 
When thou above the eastern hill. 

Sweet Empress, leadst thy glittering train. 
Fair-beaming o'er the slumbering rill 

That steals to meet its parent main. 
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m. 
The mariner on his ocean-track, 

Where liquid deserts stretch before, 
With joy beholds thy first faint streak, 

The lurid waste reflected o'er. 
When wild the crested billows roar. 

And howling tempests darkly rave, 
With gladd'ning heart he sees thee soar, 

And, smiling, soothe th' infuriate wave. 

IV. 

Or he, 'midst mountain wild or glen, 

Far wandering on his lonesome way, 
What welcome thnlls his bosom when 

He unexpecting greets thy ray. 
The lovers' hour, unseen to stray. 

And breathe affection's mutual tale. 
The while thy beams unclouded play, 

Bright-sLLvering o'er the rural vale. 

V, 

Here femcy in her high career 

May soar upon unfetter'd wing, 
O'er vanish'd scenes to mem'ry dear. 

Where lingering thoughts reluctant cling. 
How bright the air-buUt visions spring 

Of careless youth's enchanting years, 
Bliss all unpierced by sorrow's sting — 

No faded hopes — ^no gloomy fears. 
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VI. 

Now wide o'er life's deceptive ways 

Perception's sober eye may muse, 
What follies rule, what passions blaze. 

What errors robed in wisdom's hues. 
Solemnity the mind imbues 

With keen reflection's searching fire, 
And truth the world unbiass'd views 

In all its hollow false attire. 

VII. 

Unchanged since first thy orb rolled forth 

To cheer the dull chaotic gloom 
Of night, and shone on Infant Earth 

In all her fairest springtide bloom. 
But swept by guilt's o'erwhelming doom, 

Alas I where rests that glory now ? 
Engulf d in misery's rayless tomb, 

Where man's wild- wandering race must bow. 

vra. 

What words may paint — what thought shall trace 

The horror-breathing scenes since then 
Thou hast beheld which earth deface. 

And all her natal splendour stain. 
O'er mad ambition's gory reign — 

O'er human crimes, pains, woes, and fears — 
Thy peaceful beams in sadness wane. 

Their lustre dimm'd in Nature's tears. 
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IX. 

Still selfish, jarring, and unkind. 

The sordid passions of the heart, 
Where love's endearing bonds should bind, 

And sacred concord's mystic art. 
Grim Discord, Avarice, Hatred, start. 

Rude-severing every social tie. 
Till, pierced beneath a self-aim* d dart, 

Life's noblest glories prostrate lie. 

X. 

1 thou wide world of radiance fair, 

How dimly roll thy circling years ; 
Still darken'd by oppression's care. 

And crime's o'ershadowing blight that sears 
Thy every joy, till human tears 

Down time's dark vale a deluge flow, 
And life a hapless boon appears. 

Clad in the sable robes of woe. 

XI. 

Alas I how dark the forward views 

Thy motley scenes of care impart ; 
The gleams of hope, how faint and few. 

That from thy midnight darkness start. 
To me life's dreary sombre chart, 

What cheerfnUay may e'er diUose, 
So all unfit my shrinking heart 

To brave thy frowns — to share thy woes. 
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xn. 
Away, thou chequered scene of guile, 

Now brighter views my bosom cheer ; 
I court not thy imbitter'd smile, 

Still fairest when 'tis least sincere. 
Calm peace and silence wait me here 

Beneath pale Cynthia's nightly beam ; 
The sacred hour my soul holds dear 

That lulls me in its soothing dream. 



VERSES 



SUGOBSTED BT BEADING AN INSCRIPTION ON A TOMBSTONE 
IN INYEBESK CHUBCHYARD. 



The sco'ptoT*s art exhausts ihe pomp of woe, 
And storied orns record who rests below ; 
When all is done, upon the tomb is seen. 
Not what he was, but what h« should have been. 

BraoN. 



I. 

Vain maxble I why with lies deceive, 
And bid us grossest falsehoods trust, 

Invoke each passer-by to grieve 
And weep above a tyrant^s dust, 

Because one of the sainted things 

That figure in the game of kings ? 

n. 
Why thus thy gilded page deform, 

Which coining times deceived must scan. 
While truth proclaims, Here lies a worm, 

Who o'er his suffering brother man 
Hath waved ambition's gory brand 
With tyrant heart and cruel kaiA? 
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m. 
Oh t tell us not to save his land, 

To succour freedom, serve his God, 
He thus with rude and ruthless hand 

The path of devastation trod ; 
Not even a patriot's honest fame, 
But gold and favour fann'd the flame. 

IV. 

And where those sounding titles now. 
That raised a groveller to the skies ? 

With him in silent gloom below ; 
A tablet, clothed in pompous lies. 

Alone remains of all his toils 

For lucre, fame, and kingly smiles. 

V. 

Away on death's unfathom'd stream, 
His life, though spent in pomp'a array, 

To him as much a frantic dream 
As is the care-encircled day 

Of him whom fate's remorseless doom 

Consigns to misery's rayless tomb. 

"^ VI. 

Adown the dark abyss of time, 

Where life and death eternal sweep. 

Where fragile hope, despair, and eirime, 
In one broad stream commingle ^eep, 

And, brooding o'er the lurid tide, 

Hang gray-eyed avarice and pride, 
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vn. 
Frail man is swept, a tiny speck, 
^ One moment rising on the wave, 
To gaze on groaning Nature's wreck : 
That moment past, oblivion's grave, 
A passing breath, a flower, a leaf. 
As little known, his hour as brief. 

vin. 
Why, then, oppressors of your kind. 

Pursue unmoved your dark career ? 
To ruin's work of madness blind. 

Unheeding misery's heart- wrung tear, 
For phantom power and cheating fame 
That rise in blood and set in shame. 

IX. 

Desist ; men's aims grow nobler now. 
The reign of tyrants must decay ; 

O'er earth already bursts the glow — 
The dawn, of a more glorious day. 

When pomp and. power, to worth unknown. 

Will shine no more.where they have shone. 

X. -^ 

The sacred flame of freedom's fire 

Is teeming with prophetic light, 
Which yet, in strength of quenchless ire, 

Shall gild op^Hiessioii's sable night. 
And show the tyrants. o£ the world 
The way to doom and daTknesa liuiVd* 



VERSES 

8POKEV AT THE ANNUAL DINNEB OF THE HUS8BLBUROH 
TOUTEU' FRIENDLY SOCIETY, JULY 13, 1855. 



I. 

Hail, brithers a' — ^anither year 
Hath sped sin' last, assembled here, 
We spent a night o' social cheer, 

A joyfu' gleam 
0' sunshine, as we downward steer 

Life's troubled stream* 

n. 
Now here again thegither met, 
Be friendship's bands still closer knit, 
Around the flowing bumper het 

Let's briskly ca' ; 
Shame £&' them wha first tak' the pet 

Or gang awa. 
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lU. 

We're cronies a' in heart an' will, 
And while on Scotland's heathy hill 
The thistle blooms, or mossy rill 

Bins to the sea, 
Her free-bom sons, through guid an' ill. 

Will happy be. 

IV. 

Auld Scotland I hardy, stem, an' true, 
Thy sons are aye the real true blue, 
By freedom's side the chosen few 

That never yield. 
Bat thick an' thin gang dauntless through, 

Nor seek a shield. 

V. 

There's barren Russia's savage hordes 
Ha'e thought to be the warld's lords ; 
But, by the L , till guid braidswords 

Their mettle tine. 
They yet shall rue in bitter words 

The black design. 

VI. 

But let them gree or let them fight, 
A happier theme is ours the night : 
In mutual concord, social, bright. 

The hours dance by. 
Deep-pouring round in noteless flight 

Fresh draughts o' yi^. 
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vn. 
While toast an' sang, in jovial roon', 
Keep friendly glee and inirih aboon, 
I'll bet a groat the btmest town 

(At dinner-eating) 
Could brag the oonntryHEode aroun' 

For siaa meeting. 

vm. 
Still may bnr yearly festive night 
Bring to ns a' that sweet delight 
That cheers ns onward in the fight 

0' warld's care, 
And shines a star o^ friendly light 

In desert bare. 

IX. 

This world were but a scesie o' care^ 
A cheerless waste o' dim despair, 
Its glo<Mn increasing everywhere, 

Unless we had 
The friends who can oar sorrows share, 

And make us glad. 

X. 

And life were but a storm-toss'd sea, 
Dark-driving o'er a rock-bound- lee, 
Where time's bleak shadows as th^ flee 

No joy impart, 
If wanting friendship's generous glee 

To cheer the heart. 
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We leave behind youth's glowiug days, . 
That flit in trani^rt's summeF blaze. 
When love aaoid hope^ with mingling rays, 

Our bosoms fired, 
And beauty only met our gaze 

To be admired. 

xn* 

Before ns spreads the future drear, 

Deep- wreathed in shades of doubt and feas* ; 

While gather!]^ eates dim-hover near 

Around our head. 
And joys^ to recollection dear, , 

For ever fled. 

xm* 
How fade the hopes that fllFd the breast, 
And paved with starry beams the past, 
Ere paled 'neath sorrow's envious blast 

Their golden tinge. 
And sank their light, too bright to last. 

Through time's bleak change. 

XIV. 

And who can mark with fearless eyes 
The path that dim before us lies : 
Alike the great, the good, the wise, 

Have shrunk to trace it ; 
For, ah I too oft it lacks the joys 

We love to grace it. 
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XV. 

How oft along life's chequer'd wild 
Our fairest prospects are begniled, 
By sad reverse our labours foil'd, 

Our aims betrayed, 
And fruits of hope for which we've toil'd 

Our grasp evade. 

XVI. 

E'en now what heart shall tell if e'er 

We all may meet another year ; 

Ere then o'er death's dark stream may steer 

Myself or others, 
The gulf that snaps those ties so dear, 

That make us brothers. 

xvn. 
Ere then, afar from friends and home. 
Some o'er the parting wave may roam. 
Where hope's gay star surmounts the foam 

With cheering smiles, 
And fickle fortune beckons on 

With hollow wiles. 

xvm. 
What tongue shall tell I — 'tis darkness all ; 
And who would lift time's dreary pall. 
Where sorrow's mists too thickly fall 

For borrow'd light. 
And fate mysterious curtains all 

In starless night. 
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XIX. 

Then while we taste our present joy, 
Let nought of earth's dull cares annoy ; 
And though unsparing time destroy 

Each transient bliss, 
The fondest ray from memory's eye 

May point to this. 



YER3BS 

WBITTSK OM BSIVO PmiODrrSD WITH A QDAIOH Oft DBIVKIllChCUP 
MADB raOM A PnCS OF THS BOTAL QBOBCtt WAB-8BIP, 

Lo9t at ArCfMOKlA, Auffuat 1788. 



It WM Bsl la tihs I m HI> » 

8h* ipc«« M teal laak* 
She nn «pan ao ntk. 

His sword was la it* dMatfa, 
His flngeis IwM tfaa p«u 

Wlwe Kempenfeil w«aK dowa 
With twice fear haadiad mm 



I. 

Becall'd to earth £rom ocean's breast, 
Memorial dear of greatness past, 

Thou bear'st my thoughts away 
To many a deed of other years, 
That still thy kingly name endears, 

And blazons o'er thy day. 

n. 
With thee a while shall fancy roam, 
Great guardian of our island home I 

By native daring led— 
When England's braves thy decks did crowd, 
Ere thou becam'st their gloomy shroud 

In ocean's watery bed. 
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ni. 
Oh I could the wish the power inspiie 
To paint in strains of patriot fire 

The scenes of other days, 
When proudly o'er the foam-tipt wavfe 
With thee to glory sped the brave, 

Through danger's thickening haze. 

rv. 

When, withi her world-oppresmng tread, 

Ambition rear'd her hateful head, 

Jealous of Britain's feime, 

No lingerer thon to stem the tide, 

And wrest from boastful tyrant's pride 

Fresh laur^ for her name. 
» 

V. 

PeaVd then thy thunders through the steep, 
And, flashing o'er the startled deep, 

Thy lightnings gleam'd afar. 
Besponsive to the madd'ning roar, 
Wild echoes rang from shore to shore, 

And waged a fiercer war. 

VI. 

Well might thy country mourn thy doom, 
And wailf o'er thy inglorious tomb. 

The nnpropitioas day 
That thon shouldst thus (nor marks the rage 
Of storm or strife thy funeral page) 

Ignobly pass away. 
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vn. 
What rising hopes that fate dispelled ; 
What joys through future days beheld ; 

What ties were snapt in twain ; 
As, by their own rejoicing strand, 
Slow closed above thy gallant band 

The dark relentless main I 

vin. 
So withers youth, when hope is high, 
Ere storm or cloud hath dinmi'd its sky. 

Or chequered pleasure's hour ; 
So in the verdant summer vale, 
Unswept by autumn's adverse gale. 

Decays the trodden flower. 

IX. 

Less sad had been thy courted fate, 
If, freighted with the brave and great, 

'Midst pomp and pride of battle, 
Thou gloriously hadst found thy grave- 
Engulf d beneath the crimson'd wave, 

Thy dirge the cannon's rattle. 

X. 

But yet of thee and thine so great 
A nation's tears bewail'd the fate — 

All gratitude could give ; 
And while, along her subject seas, 
Fair Britain's ensign stems the breeze, 

In memory shalt thou live. 



MUSINGS BESIDE THE GEAVE OF D. M. MOIB 

(DELTA), 

IN INYEBESK CHURCHYARD. 



Oh ! blame them not, tbej do not err 

Who say that, when the poet die*. 
Mate Natare moams her woriihipper, 

Ajod celebrates his obsequies. 

•la w. soon'. 



I. 

Lonely and low, in silent dust. 
Beneath that sod of waving green, 

Delta, thou liest, in death's cold rest, 
For ever from this earthly scene. 

n. 

And hush'd the harp whose gentle swell 
Entranced a listening nation's ear : 

So soft, so sweet thy warblings fell, 
Till Natare pansed the strain to hear. 
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in. 
No more, when through Esk's sylvan dale 

Blythe summer leads her flowery train, 
Thy song her orient smile shall hidl, 

Nor woo her airs to join the strain. 

IV. 

But lingering love, at evening'a close, 
In tears shall tread the vacant shore, 

And friendship mourn bereavement's woes, 
Where thou hast made them glad before. 

V. 

Soft rest the Bard from strife and toil. 
To him let fame's fair meed belong, 

Nor envy dare to break the spell 
Framed in the hallow'd bowers of song. 

VI. 

Shall time the wizard page^ destax)y 
Whence inspiration's breathings flow. 

That lend the soul impulsive joy. 
And gild the deepest shades of woe ? 

vn. 

No ; graved on fame's enduring page. 
Where Scotia's sons of genius stand, 

The tuneful bard and hoary sage — 
She ranks thee with the deatyess^-band. 
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vm. 
Ye gnardiaD spirits o'er his sleep, 

On love's pure mission hither sped, 
Unwearied still yonr vigils keep 

Around the poet's sacred bed I 

IX. 

And ye whom music's witching voice 

Departed genius bids revere, 
Here pour your heartfelt meed of praise — 

A child of nature slumbers here. 



TO MY DAUGHTER MARY. 



I. 

Sweet Babe, whose days all- bliss partake, 

To us a treasure given, 
Who, whether sleeping or awake, 

Seems still a thing of heaven. 

n. 

Not e^en the summer's first of flowers 
Such spotless grace may claim ; 

Not, 'mid yon azure midnight's stars. 
Sparkles so sweet a gem. 

in. 

When through thy breast the pulses flow 

Of childish joy intense, 
And flushes o'er thy cheek the glow 

Of guileless innocence. 
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IV. 

Thy dimpling smiles — thy laughing eye— . 

Thy playful steps so free ; 
With all faith dreams of purity 

Concentrated in thee. 

V. 

Such artless glee thy gambols tell, 

Such buoyancy of heart, 
I would that I might frame a spell 

To keep thee as thou art. 

VI. 

Whatever the fancy deems of bliss, 

And heavenly goodness mild, 
Of beings formed in happiness, 

I see in thee a child. 

VII. 

Of pale-eyed sorrow's burning tear. 
Wrung from the wounded heart ; 

Of gloomy thought's forebodings drear. 
And care's imbitter'd smart ; 

VIII. 

Of gnawing griefs the soul that wring 

And furrow o'er the brow. 
Yet spared their darkly-envious sting. 

How little reck St thou now. 
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JX, 

Oh, God I that common fate should show 

The doom of aught so fair, 
The heir of sure transmitted woe, 

And thrall of guilt and care. 

X. 

They come I the dark waylaying band. 

Thy gladness to enthral ; 
With callous frown and vengeful hand 

They wait for thee — ^for all. 

XI. 

So fair along the dewy vale 

The flowers in splendour spread, 

And sweetly on the wanton gale 
Their balmy fragrance shed. 

xn. 

'Neath gaudy summer's orient blaze, 

Proud-waving to the sky. 
They charm th' admiring wanderer's gaze. 

And thrill his heart with joy. 

xm. 

Return ; — behold from yonder north. 
With black'ning clouds o'ercast. 

Rushes in wrath the tempest forth 
That strews them on the blast. 
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XIV. 

Yet not on thee— oh I ne'er on thee 

May aught of darkness rest, 
That virtue's solace fails to free 

And banish from the breast. 

XV. 

G^m of my love I ev'n for thy sake 

I'd cheerfully resign 
Each self-concerning aim to make 

One added gladness thine. 



HYMN TO THE RISING SUN. 



I. 

Thou glorious monarch of the universe, 

Before whose joyous life-imparting smile 
The sable clouds of murky night disperse, 
And all her dreary death-like shades recoil, — 
All hail I thou comest crowned with glory's spoil, 

Encircled with zone of fire. 
Like island of gold in a silver sea. 
While worlds adoring welcome thee. 
Of all their beauty and life the sire — 
The source of their hope and joy. 
And they shine in splendour's choicest style. 
Mountain and plain, and flower and tree, 
In emerald robes, laugh joyously. 
And wave their plumes on high. 

II. 

Thy azure paths through spheres of kindling light, 
O'erhung with curtains of celestial snow. 
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At thy majestic tread throw off the; night, 
And smile exultant on far worlds below. 
Rejoicing Nature renders back thy glow, 

In the sheen of thy glory drest, 
And Ocean is framing gay diadems. 
And crowning his waves with the living gems 

Thou art strewing on his breast. 

Music awakens her gladdening tones, 
And pours, in harmonious flow, 
To the king of day, her adoring hymns, 

As breathing beauty thy potence owns, 

That paintest creation's zones. 

III. 

Say, are thy years eternal ? shall no time 

Write on thy brow the traces of decay. 

Nor dim the lustre of thy beams sublime. 

Which gild with radiance each returning day ? 
Or shall expiring Nature chase away. 

And shroud in oblivion's night, 
The source of her glory, and beauty, and pride. 
And quench, in unsparing destruction wide, 
Thy tide of reviving light ? 
Can fancy image that awful doom 
Which would clothe creation in wild dismay. 
And space convert to a boundless void — 
A dark eternal hopeless tomb- 
No ray of thine to gild the gloom? 
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IV. 

All thoughts, all fancies fail, their questions vain 

No answer find to solve the mystery, 
But dark, as at their outset, droop again 
From their far-flight of aerial visionry ; 
The trackless ocean of unknown futurity. 

Defiant of search, rolls on, 
And man, a bubble on time's dark stream. 
Finds gladness, and sorrow, and hope a dream. 
One short-lived moment known. 
As the foam that sparkles on ocean's breast, 
As the flower that smiles to the summer sky. 
As the transient glance of thy wintry beam, 
He comes — a strange world's ephemeral guest, 
Soon, soon returning to death's cold rest. 



STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 



I. 

Meet me by the brook where the willows, gently 
waving, 
Twine their leafy shades round the fragrant bowers 
of love ; 
Where the nightly zephyr sings to the crystal waters 
laving, 
And the silver moon smiles o'er us from azure 
skies above. 
Then day forsakes her cares, night's welcome rest 
embracing. 
To the land of happy dreams wings the spirit's 
mystic flight. 
As through the winding dell, the green banks in 
silence tracing. 
We breathe our mingling souls in soft transports 
of delight. 
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II. 

On the sweetly bending flowers, when the pearly 
dews are gleaming, 
Hush'd the bleating of the fold, and the music of 
the grove ; 
When fading day's last smile on the rippling wave 
is beaming, 
As o'er the sleeping vale steal the fairy hours of 
love ; 
Then come, my gentle Anna, love's mutual joys 
awaiting. 
In witching tones of gladness invite our steps to 
stray, 
Ere rapture's bounding thrill, and the glow of youth 
abating. 
Feel the envious chill of age, and the winter of 
decay. 



THE DBUNKABD'S FATE. 



A SKETCH. 



I. 

See yonder son of Belial — ^bloated mass I 

The soul-destroying demon hath entwined 
His very being ; as a blade of grass 

Or leafless branch, toss'd in the wintry wind, 
He shivering stands in his defenceless rags, 

Stung by fierce hunger, and by fiercer thirst 
For the insidious draught that downward drags 

His inmost soul to agonies the worst 
That human life endures or can endure. 

By Heaven, by virtue, and by conscience curst. 

II. 

But follow him : for see compassion's hand. 
In pity of his suffering, hath bestowed 

Sad mercy's alms ; and now he leaves his stand 
To satiate the cravings fierce which goad 
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Him onward in destruction's swift career. 

A den, the licensed agency of hell, 
He enters, and his swollen eyes grow clear 

With rapture, and his phantom joys excel 
All bounds ; all other joys are poor 

Beside the fatal draught from ruin's life-bought well. 

m. 

Mark his fingers, wan and thin, 

The white bones glancing through the shrivell'd 

skin; 
Hear his wild chuckle as they forward stretch 
The goblet fraught with death to clutch — 
Grim avarice lurking in the callous eye 
Of him who fattens on his misery. 
With pale and quivering lips 
The poison 'd drug he sips. 

O'er his cold and bloodless cheek 
The frenzied hue of madness gathers, 
As the pinchings of despair he smothers 

With hollow smiles that mirth in ruin seek. 

IV. 

Still follow him : with wild and swaggering gait. 
Inebriate and senseless, to a squalid home 

His steps are bent. He enters, and his mate 
In wretchedness his demon gaze shrinks from : 

" Once happiness dwelt here," she sadly cries ; 
" Once tenderness and love ; but direful misery 
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Triumphant now is reigning : every comfort flies 
Our self-cursed dwelling. Oh I my husband, why 

Is this ? Why, still remorseless, wilt thou cast 
A deeper gloom o'er life's curse-clouded sky?" 

V. 

A pale emaciated child draws near, 

And clasps his nerveless limbs in its embrace, 
Whispering, in accents tremulous through fear, 

" Oh I father, give us bread ;" and dim tears chase 
Each other from his pity-moving eye : 

" Oh I father, we are hungry, cold, and weak." 
The Drunkard scowls : ** Away I thy mother's lie 

Thou tellest, child ; begone, and speak 
No more those falsehoods : mockery's repast 

They are to me, and my delusions break." 

VI. 

Hush I what portend these ravings, and that glare 

Of wildness o'er his straining eyeballs spread? 
Frantic he starts — " 'Tis done I " — ^with frenzied stare 

He views the wreck his headlong course hath made ; 
Then, with a maniac smile, " Ha I ha I thou'rt 
there I" 

Convulsed he cries ; " thou demon, that hast laid 
My time and my eternity in ruin, come 

To claim thine own. Oh I grant one hour's respite : 
I feel thy fangs my shrinking heart benumb 

With their cold poison, and thy minions fight 
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Around my lost, my hopeless soul. Forgive the past, 
Oh I God ; — ^but no — hell claims me as its right ; 
Salvation's hours, though long, have o'er me wing'd 
their flight." 

vu. 

Oh I mournful end I upon a loathsome bed 
Of straw and rags a ghastly shape reclines, 

A form once fair and beautiful — his pride 

And heart's fond boast — bends o'er him, and resigns 
Her soul to pangs no thought, no speech defines. 

VIII. 

Round the bleak wall the dying embers shed 

A lurid glare of pale unearthly green. 
While the deep wailings of remorse and dread, 

And spasms fierce each deep-drawn sigh between. 
Bespeak a death despair itself would shun ; 

Then intervenes, betwixt his mortal agonies, 
A deep portentous calm ; pain's icy currents run. 

Curdling his life-blood ; hollow gurglings rise 
From out his thirst- scorch'd throat— grimly and sure 

Hath tyrant Death his feeble vitals grasp'd ; 
The lingering hold no longer can endure ; 

His eye grows dark — he sinks, by life's dread foe 
enclasp'd. 

IX. 

The tears of bitter misery bedew, 

In burning streams, his wan and lifeless brow ; 
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Tears which can ne'er the misery undo 

That from affection's fountain bade them flow. 

" And thou art gone : no hope for thee nor me ; 

Yet my sad misery will terminate. Of thee, 

And of thy self- wrought ruin, thought will live. 
And bring me speedier death. Dark fears, 
Of which the contemplation makes me shrink, 

Fears which thy dying hours fresh terror give, 
Will ceaseless call forth lamentation's tears. 
Till, welcome moment, on the gloomy brink 

Of time's drear ocean, from my woes I part : 

Eand is the fatal stroke that heals a broken heart." 

Thus lingers love, a heavenly angel sweet. 

To pour her wailings o'er his prostrate form. 
Fair manhood's wither'd bloom — destruction meet 

For his heart's god, whose greatest good is harm ; 
And tears fall swifter, as she closer strains 

Her infant, hapless orphan ! to her breast ; 
The biting gale, chill through the broken panes. 

Ominous whistles, and the moon's pale crest 
Sheds its cold lustre o'er the appalling scene. 
Where gentle peace once reign'd — where joy might 
yet have been. 



SONG. 

I. 

Oh I why, sweet lady, weep ? 

Why sobs that heart of thine ? 
Why do these dull tears steep 

Thy bright eyes so divine ? 
Let the smile return that dwells 

On thy lip with fairy lightness, 
My heart with rapture swells 

By the magic of its brightness. 

Then why, sweet lady, weep ? 

n. 

Let joy succeed the tear 

O'er thy rosy cheek that's straying. 
And some relentless care 

In thy fair breast betraying ; 
Let thine eye resume its glance 

Which, like sunbeam of the morning. 
Lights my soul in its advance. 

From my heart all sadness turning. 
No more, sweet lady, weep. 



THOUGHTS IN HOLTBOOD. 



Oh ! wa*** me, the thUtle tprdiRt 
In domicile o' ancient kings. 
Without • patriot to reKTCt 
Our palace and our ancient state. 

Fr RGUbON. 



I. 

What visions upward start, 
While musing through these hallowed halls, 
The mouldering home of Scotia's kings, 
Their slow-decaying grandeur brings. 
As thought the teeming past recalls, 
A sadness o'er the heart. 

n. 
The sceptred sons of strife 
In grim array thy wall presents, 
Stem Caledonia's martial race ; 
Yet fancy marks a noble trace. 
And o'er their fading lineaments 
Breathes momentary life. 
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III. 

His bleeding country's stay, 
Behold the Bruce, and while arise 
The patriot stirrings of your soul. 
That spurn a tyrant's vile control, 
Oh ! bless the daring and the wise 
For Bannock's glorious day. 

IV. 

What deeds these halls have seen, 
What lawless crimes of darkest dye ; 
Behold, while horror chills thy veins, 
Where murder's gory pledge remains. 
That shock'd thy weeping heart and eye, 
Fair Scotland's erring Queen. 

V. 

Let pity breathe thy name. 
Sad victim of an abject fate, 
Sad victim of a jealous heart. 
Oh I could not beauty's power avert 
A doom of woe, a sister's hate, 
A causeless death of shame ? 

VI. 

On Scotland's ravaged breast 
Fierce anarchy's rude reign is o'er ; 
Nor longer chivalry's high pride. 
Nor faction's purple footsteps, tread ! 
These hoary halls and grave-paved floor 
Where kings and warriors rest. 
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vn. 
Gray ruin creeps o'er all — 
The gilded choir, the sculptured aisle, 
Where superstition's cloistered brood 
Truth's feebly-breaking dawn withstood, 
Now weirdly sighs the heedless gale 
Along the broken wall. 

vm. 
Destruction hovers near, 
And grandeur, on the tireless wing 
Of time, thus rudely swept away, 
But marks the triumphs of decay. 
And tells how weak and perishing 
Man's frail memorials here. 

IX. 

Instruction's living ray. 
Caught from the past's reflected lore, 
O'er all thy fading pomp proclaims 
That worth alone of all remains, 
That virtue only triumphs o'er 
The ravage of decay. 



BEMOBSE. 



I 

There is an hour, a bitter hour, which all may never 

know, 
That pours a torrent o'er the heart of silent burning 



woe; 



An hour when all without is dark, within all strife 

and pain, 
And life, with all its varying scenes, alike seems &lse 

and vain. 

n. 

Oh! what a desert is the breast where passion's 

demons reign, 
And gnaw the anguished heart that writhes 'neath 

sorrow's rankling chain, 
When dark corroding cares present their mingled 

cup of ill 
From wayward acts that sting the soul, and stinging 

tempt us still. 
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in. 

Remorse I — oh I who hath pined beneath thy spirit- 
crushing load, 

Or felt thy pangs, when looking back on guilt's al- 
luring road ? 

Oh! who hath felt those snakes' dread fangs, or 
groan'd beneath their wrath, 

Which coil around unguarded steps in folly's down- 
ward path ? 

IV. 

What language then may truly paint that weary 

loneliness, 
That midnight pall, that deepens o'er the bosom's 

dire distress. 
When hope but mocks the tortured breast, and past 

delights appear 
Sad dreams, which in their wtkeful train a double 

anguish bear. 

V. 

How sinks the waning light of life, as loathingly we 

part 
From all a bitter world can give to soothe a wounded 

heart; 
From phantom joys that mock us still, and hopes 

that yet deceive, 
But ne'er again on time's bleak shore the heart's first 

bliss retrieve. 
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VI. • 

Contrasted then, how pure the joys which life's yonng 

season knows, 
When guileless all the virgin heart with stainless 

pleasure glows. 
Each little grief that pains the breast as transient as 

the tear 
That starts in childhood's sunny eye as fancied 

wrongs appear. 

VII. 

Alas ! how soon her orient dawn care's shadows roll 

athwart, 
And o'er our path what thorns are strewn to pierce 

the prostrate heart : 
Within the cup that fate presents, which mortals 

still must drain, 
For every joyous drop what draughts of bitterness 

remain. 

vin. 

Oh ! for one bright returning ray of that unclouded 

light. 
That sunshine of the soul — alas! so soon involved 

in night. 
But idle wish — the frowning waste of darkness spreads 

before, 
And paths of stingless joy behind our steps retrace 

no more. 



THOUGHTS DURING A THUNDERSTORM 

IN THE NIGHT. 

T. 

What sudden clouds, o'er heaven's blue arch unroU'd, 
Yon waning orbs in funeral gloom infold, 
Portentous brooding o'er yon distant height, 
Whose glimmering outline, traced in starry light, 
But now I marked with distant wandering eye. 
Conspicuous tow'ring 'gainst the snow-waved sky. 
Along the land wide Nature silent rests, 
While gentle sleep encurtains toil-worn breasts, 
Refreshing draughts of slumber's genial balm 
Brace the lax nerves, and life's flush'd pulses calm. 
But, hark ! along yon blaek'ning waste afar, 
The muttering roll of elemental war — 
Now nearer heard, and still more dreadful near. 
Terrific bursting on the startled ear ; 
The forked bolt's wild flash eccentric plays. 
Dispensing terror from its threat'ning blaze ; 
Down pour the clouds by sheeted lightnings riven ; 
Deep-crashing thunders shake the vault oi\i'^a:R^\!k.\ 
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Traiisparent darkness broods in awful gloom — 
Foreshadowing type of Nature's final doom. 
When o'er her frame destruction's flames shall bum, 
And suns and spheres to nothingness return. 

n. 

Where shield your heads, where calm your dire 

affright, 
Ye houseless wand'rers of this wrathful night — 
From man exiled, by Want's grim train embraced, 
Unpitied outcasts of the storm-swept waste ? 
Alas I to such, assail'd by age and woe, 
Shall Nature's wrath than man less mercy show? 
Proud callous race, whose avarice scarce imparts 
Deception's veil to mantle selfish hearts. 
Ye trembling flocks that cower along the hill. 
What sudden fears your timorous bosoms fill ; 
Ye startled tenants of the quivering spray. 
On whose keen glance bursts momentary day — 
'Mid Nature's fury shelterless, forlcwn — 
Methinks I hear your wond'ring bosoms mourn. 
With heart grown heedless of impending fate. 
Deep-sympathizing with your hapless state. 

ra. 

When o'er the deep fierce war's dread thunders rave, 
And mimic lightnings gild the startled wave. 
While life's warm stream pours o'er the glancing blue 
Of Ocean's waters death's ensanguined hue ; 
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Or on the plain, with lines extended large, 
When reeling squadrons front the dreadful charge, 
When trench and square, in volleying gleams reveal'd. 
Belch fiery ruin o'er the crimson'd field ; 
Till Nature mourn, and Pity's tears record 
The worse than madness of earth's boasted lord — 
Frail man exults, and marks with raptured sight 
The dire effects of misdirected might ; 
The wasted strength that yields life's feverish day 
But deeper curses to a race of clay. 
Now view'd with thine, great Nature's angry hour ! 
How less than little all his boasted power. 
The tyrant stern, who earth's torn breast down- 
treads, 
And, self-exalted, o'er defenceless heads 
Pours ruin's blasts in gory vengeance down. 
Starts, shrinks, and trembles, at thy warning frown. 
Earth's feeble god, yet prone to human fear. 
In thee discerns a power superior near. 
Unlike the might for conquest's ravage borne. 
Thou speak'st to teach, and only strik'st to warn. 
As when aloft, in dazzling glory, trod 
On Sinai's Mount Heaven's law-dispensing God, 
Thy awful pomp proclaim'd divine command. 
And bore the message from Jehovah's hand ; 
So still to man — truth's self-debasing foe — 
Thou tell'st that Heaven presides o'er all below ; 
And he alone thy lesson reads aright 
Who learns to fear, obey, and own eternal might. 



A MORNING PICTURE. 



I. 

There is sunshine on the monntains^ 

0*er earth a golden dye, 
Sweet music in the fountains, 

And smiles along the sky. 
See rosy mom advancing 

In robes of beauty bright. 
With life and splendour dancing 

Around her steps of light. 

The wild flowers weave a garland 

To deck young summer's brow ; 
O'er field, and mead, and moorland. 

Their plumes are waving now. 
The landscape wide rejoices, 

And from the glistening vale 
C'Ome sounds of merry voices 

Upon the balmy gale. 
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in. 
Oh ! list that strain of gladness 
. From glen, and brake, and tree. 
And chase each thought of sadness 

From scenes so fair and free. 
The gale, the scented blossom. 

Green plains, and azure skies, 
Make Nature's teeming bosom 

One boundless store of joys. 



HOPE. 

There is a flower, a gentle flower, 

That springs and blossoms in the breast, 
And makes the heart a summer bower. 

Where peace may dwell in blissful rest; 
But, ah ! how soon care's winter falls 

Around its bloom, yet green and gay. 
Which no returning spring recalls 

To shed its sweets o'er life's decay. 



MUSINGS BY THE ESK IN DESPONDENCY. 



I. 

Roll on, sweet stream I each rippling wave, 
That hastens onward to the main. 

But once thy flowery shores may lave, 
Ah ! never to return again. 

n. 

Roll on, — thou mindst me of those hours, 

Once only felt and ever past. 
That shine o'er childhood's vernal bowera. 

But fade along life's dreary waste. 

m. 

Thou mindst me of those transient years 
That nurse young hope's illusive dream : 

I mark them all through sorrow's tears, 
Deep-mirror'd in thy passing stream. 
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IV. 

Oh I why should brooding memory dwell, 

Or silent grief impassioned bum, 
O'er joy's long disenchanted spell. 

Fled never, never to return ? 

V. 

Still, still reverted fancies rove 

To where those years all noteless sped, 

Still claim my soul's unwearied love, 
But, ah ! the buoyant heart is fled. 

VI. 

And you, ye gay companions dear. 
Long lost in life's bewildering maze, 

Oh ! who shall blame love's lingering tear 
For you and hope's enchanted days I 

vn. 

No more unchequer'd pleasure yields 

Her sweets in fancy's fair abode. 
The waving woods and flowery fields 

Where jocund youth's light footsteps trod, 

vni. 

Now scatter'd wide, unseen, unknown 

By all we loved to see and know, 
The mists of years around us thrown — 

The death-shades of our hopes below. 
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IX. 

Away, ye thongbts that still recall 
Those transient dreams for ever fled ; 

Scenes shrouded in oblivion's pall, 

Which never more my heart shall glad. 

X. 

Why still present that picture fair 

Dark years have wrested from my grasp, 

And, side by side, place one of care. 

Which I, though loathing, must enclasp. 

XI. 

Oh I mock me not with vain contrast 
Of past delight and present woe ; 

No more your shadows o'er me cast, 
The present is enough to know. 

xn. 

Yet would I pause, — ^my lingering heart 
Would keep the lovely vision still. 

That falls, though midnight shadows part, 
Like star-light on a distant hill. 

xm. 

Though hidden all, or unconcealed. 
At once 'tis sorrow and relief. 

For even pain a joy can yield 

To calm the throbbing pulse of grief. 
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XIV. 

Could hope restore from dreams decayed 

One fragment of their former ray, 
One gleam to gild time's thickening shade, 

And chase desponding fears away ; 

XV. 

From sorrow's uncongenial clime, 

Yet might my darkened spirit flee, 
For all the past is idle time, 

The future is Eternity. 



SONG. 



I. 

Woman, thou dost smile so fair, 

In such charms hath Nature drest thee ; 
Who shall scorn thy witching snare ? 

What flinty bosom may resist thee ? 
Alas I what power my heart shall free, 

What secret art a respite borrow ; 
By day, by night, thou art to me 

The flower of hope and thorn of sorrow. 

n. 

Worn by passion's scorching fire ; 

Hoping still — still doomed to languish ; 
Nursing, with untamed desire, 

At once the cause and balm of anguish. 
Woman, let thy yea or nay 

From his chains thy slave deliver ; 
By thy dear despotic sway 

Bliss or blast his hopes for ever. 



ADDRESS TO THE WOBKINGMEN OF SCOTLAND 
AGAINST INTEMPERANCE. 



I. 

Brothers, fellow-workmen, hearkea — 

Let your self-wrought sorrow cease. 
Nor bid ruin longer darken 

Your welfare and your peace. 
Shall je longer stand paraded 

A world's contemptuous soorHi 
Self-enslaved, despised, degraded. 

In a land of freedom bom ? 
Sweep the curse that o'er you rages 

From delusion's pallid brow, 
Nor pine, through coming ages, 

Vile slaves as ye are now. 
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n. 

Not from love bat tyrant fasluon 

Ye your mutual ills partake, 
And your heart's-blood's the concessioa 

To your master-fiend ye make. 
Your own cares ye self-inflict them, 

And your own destruction nurse ; 
All ye sacrifice a victim 

To your own, your country's curse. 
'Tis yourselves that are your debtors 

For the woes that on ye fell ; 
'Tis yourselves that forge the fetters 

That all your rights enthraL 

III. 

Vain the fame that Scotland gathers 

By her ancient glory raised ; 
Vain the daring of your fathers 

When the martyr's fagot blazed ; 
Vain their foes they did oppose them, 

Unless ye your lineage show, 
And from your country's bosom 

Drive a darker, deadlier foe, 
Your homes and peace assailing, 

As ye sink, to ruin driven. 
While the voice of hopeless wailing 

Bonds the weeping face of heaven. 
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IV. 

Say, where shall freedom flourish 

O'er the desolated land, 
Where manhood, virtue, perish, 

Mark'd with self-destruction's brand? 
Domestic pleasures, blasted. 

Strew perdition's dark career ; 
Life's true enjoyments wasted 

O'er your downward course appear. 
Worth, honour, ancient glory, 

Sink alike despised, forgot, 
'Neath the all-absorbing story 

Of the bacchanal and sot. 



V. 

By your children starved and pining; 

By your homes of squalid woe ; 
By the bloom of life declining 

On your wives' grief-furrow 'd brow ; 
By your daughters' shameless ruin ; 

By your sons' untimely graves — 
Aid no more your own undoing, 

Be no longer Bacchus' slaves. 
By crime and its abetters ; 

Yield to reason's earnest call. 
And spurn the galling fetters 

That hold your souls in tbx«\!L. 
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Shall ye longer tcnl in sUvery 

For the cap that worse ensUvt 
Longer nurse the caUoos knavery 

That fattens o'er joar graves? 
Does jour oonntrT's degradation 

No self-denial claim? 
Feel yonr sonls one aspiration 

Unallied to vice and shame ? 
Then sweep the curse that rages 

From deluraon's pallid brow ; 
Or pine, through coming ages, 

Slaves — slaves as ye are now. 



SKETCH OP MORNING IN THE COONTRT. 



I. 

How hir the beams of mom arise, 
Deep-purpling o'er the eastern skies ; 
Night's dusky shades of sober gray 
Melt in the brightening flood away, 
That flows o'er glistening vale and height 
A boundless azure sea of light ; 
Great Nature wakes, and hill and plain 
With day's sweet hum resound again. 

II. 

The gleaming flowers, the woodland throng, 
With freshen'd smiles and grateful song, 
Through leafy glade and grassy dale 
Young day's returning glories hail. 
Arouse, ye sleepers I come with me. 
Sweet morning's varied charms to see ; 
To list the artless strains of love 
Wild-pouring through the rustling ^'^%% 
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Along the emerald lawn to view 
The modest daisies starr'd with dew, 
The teeming hedge-row clothed in bloom 
Of wild-rose fair and tasseFd broom, 
And rich in many a sweet perfume. 
The browsing herds are wandering wide 
Along the upland's sloping side ; 
The frisking hare the meadow scours. 
The bees are humming round the flowers ; 
Along the hill, to roam at large. 
The shepherd drives his fleecy charge ; 
Blithe o'er the lea the milkmaid sings 
Where larks ascend on dewy wings; — 
All Nature wakes o'er hill and plain, 
And day's sweet joys revive a^ain. 

m. 

In yonder vale, retired and still. 
Where prattling winds the mossy rill. 
Half-hid 'neath shady branches green, 
The lowly thatch-roof d cot is seen, 
Betray'd by smoky wreaths on high. 
Fantastic curling to the sky. 
Oh I of such scenes could words declare 
The blissful calm that settles there. 
Apart from all the sick'ning strife 
That clouds the scenes of artful life : 
How fresh the sons of rustic toil 
Walk forth beneath the morning's smile, 
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Their nights enjoyed in balmy quiet, 
Nor toss'd by care, nor flushed with riot, 
To labour sweet — not misery lent, 
Their days revolve 'mid calm content. 
No bitter draughts their bosoms pain 
From palling pleasures false and vain, 
But heartfelt joys — endearing cares, 
And unimbitter'd hopes are theirs. 
Unknown to fashion's baneful art. 
That flatters whilst it gnaws the heart, 
Corrupting that it may refine. 
They live to Nature's great design. 
'Tis sweet their joys to ponder o'er, 
Even to the heart that tastes no more, 
And know, though absence may distress, 
Earth still hath spots of happiness. 



i 



RUBAL LOVE ODE. 



I. 

Now sunny spring has come again 
With smiles and genial showers ; 

Lambs sport along the grassy plain, 
Birds woo among the bowers. 

In every grove the bees forth rove 
To sip the nectar'd flowers. 

n. 
Away hath fled dark winter chill, 

His locks of fleecy snow 
Are blended with each playful rill 

To ocean in its flow ; 
Now waves in pride the mountain side, 

And bloom the vales below. 

in. 
How sweet to roam the landscape fair. 

Where Nature's beauties rise, 
Where mingling odours scent the air 

From flowers of myriad dyes, 
And minstrels gay from every spray 

Chant forth their am'rous joys. 
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IV. 

1 come then to the wild- woods green 
Spring's vernal sweets to share, 

And leave each dnll harassing scene 
That clogs the honrs with care ; 

A bower we'll build with roses wild, 
Jasmine, and hawthorn fair. 

V. 

come I 'midst Nature's fisdrest joys 

We'll spend the hours in bliss ; 
We'll roam the dell 'neath azure skies ; 

And in each raven tress — 
Each lock of thine — ^bright flowers I'll twine, 

That tell of happiness. 



TO DISAPPOINTMENT. 



I. 



Hence, deadly nightshade, pleasure's dark alloj, 
Thou canker-worm within the bud of hope, 
Nor wish nor prospect may thy grasp elope, 

Insatiate revelling in destruction's joy. 



II. 



Say, wert thou bom twin-brother of despair. 
The grim successor of thy blasting glance, 
Imbitter'd life's most sure inheritance. 

And frowning harbinger of tears and care. 



III. 



Thou art a curse that harrows every breast, 
Life's mildew shed from baleful stars above, 
Thy fiendish pride man's mortal foe to prove, 

And make despair his heart's unhallow'd guest. 
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IV. 

In youth's fair sky a golden prize is seen, 
And hope and fancy all their sinews brace ; 
But whether toil or pleasure urge the race, 

Thy gulf impassable still yawns between. 

V. 

One sunny hour, and fancy's falling ray 
Shows expectation's gilded shadows flown. 
Love's cheating joys and gay delusions gone. 

And friendship captive 'neath thy iron sway. 

VI. 

Tyrant, whose reign but ends with parting breath, 
That welcome hour of liberty come soon ; 
The child of care may hail the stroke a boon 

That calms his sorrows in the peace of death. 



MODEM DEGENEBACY. 

ft i^sttoc 

DEDICATED TO EDINBUB6H. 



Thus film the land, bj luxury bctraj'd. 
In Nature^ simplest charms at fint anaj'A ; 
But verging to decline its splendours rise. 
Its vistAi strike, it< palaces lurptise ; 
While, scourged bj famine, from the smiling land 
The mournful {leasant leads his humble band ; 
And while be sinks, withoot an arm to save* 
The country blooms— a garden and a grave. 

GOLDSMITH. 



I. 

All hail, Edina ! '^ Scotia's darling seat,'' 
As Scotia's Bard, so I thy greatness greet ; 
From simpler scenes and rural quiet stray'd. 
So, like him, shelter in thy honour'd shade. 

n. 

All hail, Edina I thine each patriot claim, 
Beloved protectress of our Scottish name ; 
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Thy sloping vales, wild crags, and sheltering hills. 
What bosom views nor admiration fills ? 
Thy pompous towers, that rise o'er mount and glen ; 
Thy stores of knowledge, and thy matchless men ; 
Thy world-wide fame, which glorious deeds enhance ; 
Thy wondrous story, stranger than romance, — - 
All point thy greatness as a palace meet 
Where Scotia's goddess proud may fix her seat. 
Sublimely towering o'er our northern clime — 
A second Athens in the field of time. 



m. 

All hail, Edina I would thy worth kept pace 

An inward rival of thy outward grace ; 

Would other days still pour'd their vanished beam. 

When independence fired the poet's theme ; 

While native virtue yet had 'scaped the harms 

Of pamper'd pleasure in her modem charms ; 

Ere tinkling folly, *clothed in syren guise. 

Had lured the giddy and deceived the wise ; 

Or menial greatness, courting glory's blaze. 

Obscured the halo of departed days. 

Alas I corruption's dark o'erwhelming tide, 

From misery's depths to god-exalted pride. 

Self-nurtured ruin, self-imposed disgrace. 

Each native glory from thy brow efface. 

Grieve not, ye sires, your sons' and daughters' fall. 

But rather marvel should they stand at all -^ 



I 
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WheD, baffling hope, degenerate vices lead, 
And flirts to matrons, fops to men succeed ; 
When o'er each error flaunting fashion smiles, 
And wildest follies custom reconciles ; 
Discarded worth with modesty retires. 
And virtue sickens, and at last expires. 



IV. 

Say, whence yon crowd each noisy night displays, 
Yon tufted swells of pompous air and phrase. 
Whom pride proclaims and folly represents, 
Great generation not of giants but gents ; 
Proving a fact, yet 'scaped the sophist's ken — 
Men turn to monkeys, and not these to men. 
Lo I these our students, those our merchant youth, 
The rising hope of science, trade, and truth ; 
Already these full masters of the arts^ 
And those of commerce^ train'd in all its parts — 
Great fastmen, larkers, dazzling pegtop swells. 
The stars of clubs, and ornaments of hells. 
Who'll tell their hardships, who their woes define, 
Should e'er their sun of foppery decline. 
Or reason vanquish what she now assails — 
Their dear tobacco^ and still dearer ales f 
Such are the sons whose sires at Flodden bled, 
And dyed with Saxon blood dark Bannock's tide ; 
Their country's language, nay, her very name. 
The vulgar sources of her ofispring's shame. 
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V. 

Ye country squires, and eke ye city snobs, 
With sons aspiring to the rank of nobs^ 
No more, o'er labour's unregarded road, 
Condemn your hopeful progeny to plod. 
Such vile pursuits what soaring soul would claim. 
Too dull for knowledge, and too poor for fame ? 
Honest it may be, blest with health and joy, 
Which guilt refined nor fashion's freaks destroy ; 
Yet what is virtue sunk beneath the line 
Where budding genius shines or hopes to shine ? 
Send them to college — sure they'll flourish there — 
Where snake-eyed wisdom crowns each classic chair ; 

Where B rules in Attic robes array'd — 

A modern Plato in the realms of shade ; 
Where gay ambition plumes her eager wing. 
From sordid earth in glory's chase to spring. 
Here shall they nurse young hope's uncheck'd desires, 
And lust and learning fan their equal fires ; 
Here shall they flourish, each an embryo star, 
Whose ripening glories yet may grace the bar ; 
In bright effulgence o'er the senate shine, 
Illume the pulpit, or the court refine ; 
Here shall they soar, nor fear a rival's name. 
Triumphant onward to the heights of fame ; 
Nay, more, they'll learn the lieges to assail, 

And fight with L in defence of ale ; 

Bully in brothels — ^head the midnight splore — 
Enjoy by turns their studies and their ^Iv • 
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These may they ponder in their moods sedate, 
As whim inclines them to be wise or great : 
In every path this waits, with siren smUes 
And present rapture, to reward their toils. 
Even should they wish, with emulative heart, 
To rival Phidias in the walks of art. 
Imperial science in her pride commands. 
And full in view a model strumpet stands : 
There let the witlings feast their sapient gaze, 
And ffenius fix her concentrated rays ; 
And I they trace perfection's fonn'diU.e- 
While struggling passion fires the luscious line — 
Tell to the world their brilliant triumph won 
O'er outraged shame, and decency undone. 

VI. 

Great age of progress — ^lo 1 in bright advance, 
Mark science, beaming with benignant glance, 
Leave humble worth with simple truth to plod 
Their stale old paths to happiness and God ; 
Let antiquated wisdom lag behind — 
We hail the reign of liberated mind. 
Emerged from ignorance and error's night, 
We walk in liberty and learning's light ; 
Rise as we may, by arrogance or stealth. 
To rank our model, and our idol wealth ; 
Progress the word, we speed the world along, 
And ^^ go ahead," no matter right or wrong. 
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One grand idea rules, pervades the whole — 
Gain rank, make money should it cost your soul ; 
Cheat, cozen, flatter, poison, beg, or steal. 
Whichever mode success may best conceal ; 
Each triumph gained on conquering knavery's part 
More clearly points where tends corruption's heart. 

vn. 
Where'er I turn, pomp's airy castles rise 
In dazzling splendour on bewildered eyes ; 
O'er plunder's tide what baleful meteors glow — 
A nation settling in the gulf below. 
Britain has gold, but slaves explore the mine. 
That fortune's parasites in state may shine ; 
Pale labour groans, and pours her bitter sweat, 
That pamper'd indolence earth's fat may eat ; 
Yet lordly luxury is heir of rule. 
And Bright is less sl patriot than 9. fool. 
No happy medium fills the dreary void 
'Twixt crush'd dependence and insulting pride ; 
The greater safety wealth all-potent deems 
The more the distance of the far extremes. 
Oh ! bitter feite, that man should e'er be bom 
To man a slave, his succour yet his scorn ; 
Oh ! damning sophistry would seek to prove 
Such mockery heirs an abject nation's love. 

vm. 

Yet not so much hereditary heirs 

As fortune's upstarts breed a nation's caxei&\ 
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To these, array'd in unsubstantial state, 
The world smiles, fans, and honours as her great ; 
And, while disguised the public gewgaws ehine, 
Plain-dealing, worth, and honesty decline. 
Base compounds they of cunning, fraud, and stealth- 
Beggars in all but ill-begotten wealth ; 
By study trained to play deception's part, 
Accomplished masters of the juggling art : 
The flattering tongue, the soft persuasive eye, 
The sugared smile that gilds a polish'd lie ; 
No wile so low to which they may not stoop 
To snare a victim or mislead a dupe ; 
To feed their pride, and prop their tottering rank, 
They'll fleece a railway or engulf a bank ; 
Pillage a land to swell their glittering show. 
And rise to glory by a nation's woe ; 
Obsequious homage worships at their name — 
The lords of fashion, and the heirs of fame. 



IX. 

Behold yon meteor's wealth-displaying flight, 
An ignis fatuus flaming on the sight I 
Lo ! what attraction fires his flickering blaze 
'Mid mingling clouds of envy and of praise ? 
A pot-boy once, shoe-black, or scriv'ner's clerk, 
A fondling dunce, or counter-brushing spark. 
Up fortune's heights, to fame impetuous hurl'd, 
He flouts to shame the leaden-footed world : 
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Wealth, honour, friends — ^kind fate's obsequious train — 

Power, reverence, titles, make their subject vain ; 

On fashion's tide he sports his monstrous bulk 

In gilded trim, beneath a rotten hulk ; 

He trades, he speculates — who shall condemn 

The benefactor of the sons of men ? 

When, lo I some morn, before your breakfast's down. 

The cry is up that wonder-strikes the town ; 

The bubble's burst — Squire Fudge the banker's fled, 

Or nick'd or pistoll'd in his park or bed. 

Or forced, sad finish to his false-blown pride, 

To steer reluctant o'er the adverse tide ; 

In Diemen's isle to pine in convict gloom. 

Or in the hulks to bear a felon's doom ; 

Or call to aid — despair's last erring hope 

To 'scape from woe — a razor or a rope. 

Yet for that fate, which even the wretched dread, 

One pitying tear just hate and scorn forbid. 

Trade stagnates, misery's woe -presaging face 

Around the land spreads ruin and disgrace ; 

Ten thousand beggars, robb*d of homes and bread. 

Invoke ten thousand curses on his head ; 

His memory blacken'd with a villain's fame. 

Stands forth a byword of eternal shame. 

X. 

Sad times, alas ! when full in justice' eyes 
E'en pulpit quacks on public plundet x\sfc\ 
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For griping priests still law's strong arm exacts 
Religion^ s vile inquisitorial tax. 
Unlike the worthy sage of Goldsmith's lay, 
They point to glory, but you pay the way ; 
Alike in this to all the country dear^ 
With twenty times the good man's pay a-year ; 
With them, as all, gold proves the magic charm 
And potent safeguard from eternal harm. 
In due proportion to our worldly state 
Our souls grow godly and our pastors great ; 
Dispense the cash, then stand redeera'd, forgiven, 
And tithes and taxes pay your court in heaven. 
Give priestly pomp the carnal means to shine, 
And paltry faith may flourish or decline, 
Justice and morals stretch a shade beyond 
The Christian confines of their righteous bond ; 
Gyves, knives, assassins, potent workers prove, 
And jails convince us of the power of love. 
Meanwhile the pope, still watchful as of old. 
Prowls wolf-like round the pride-distracted fold, 
Ai^d, while the hirelings fight for ease and pay, 
The fence o'erleaps and drives the flock astray* 
Shades of our fathers 1 heaven-rewarded band — 
The deathless glory of our common land — 
Who nobly bled that struggling mind might be 
From priestcraft's chains and monkish darkness 

free; 
Who death's red paths through persecution trod 
To lead our souls unfetter'd up to God ; 
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Were snch your stubborn life-asserted claims — 

In want, in peril, in the fagot's flames — 

That grovelling counterfeits, whose forte is sleep, 

Might labour's gains by specious plunder reap, 

And rudely violate and hold in awe 

Our rights and conscience by the force of law ? 



Oh, Scotland ! mourn for simple greatness fled. 

And homely virtues all untimely dead. 

How changed the scenes thy towns, thy plains display, 

Where native grace and happiness decay ; 

The country pines, the overcrowded city groans 

With toil-worn slaves and famish'd artisans ; 

From crime's full cup here life her poison drains, 

Pride holds her court, and rampant folly reigns. 

There groaning serfdom" loads the feudal soil, 

With scarce the husks to stimulate her toil ; 

Alas! to such what hopeful token springs 

From sickly changes false refinement brings ? 

We dress, we trade, we grasp the fatal ore, 

But Where's the manhood — where the worth of yore ? 

Thy peasants filed by Erin's barbarous race — 

A spurious mixture of the great and base.^ 

As Egypt's locusts, o'er the country wide 

Fresh importations swarm with every tide ; 

* A mighty mixture of the gcoat «Eyi\>«&^.— ^^^bm^. 
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In endless legions from the teeming strand 

They storm the city and usurp the land, 

A poison'd influence leavening the whole, 

And crushing virtue from the nation's soul. 

So thick, so quick, inextricate they grow. 

Not Cuvier*s art might now unerring show, 

Amid their ceaseless pestilential flood. 

Or which is native, which is mongrel blood ; 

Yet who shall wonder, since they live and thrive 

Where nicer souls would ne'er be kept alive ? 

Up from a shoe-tie to a brimless hat. 

All yields a business yielding wealth to Pat. 

Heaven grant, for deluged Scotland's sake, that while 

Faith's queer revivals bless the Emerald Isle, 

Some lucky ray may, past our fondest thoughts. 

Revive their ^taties and ancestral coats, 

That less disposed, with lesser need, to roam, 

Pat keep his cabin with the pigs at home. 



xn. 

Matchless Edina ! glance along your town. 
Your streets and closes of antique renown ; 
Survey your lanes, coui*ts, garrets, cellars, shop 
Say are they thine, or Ireland*s and the Pope's ? 
On every hand resounds the darling brogue. 
By oaths embolden'd, or inflamed with grog. 
Oh I baleful scenes, where endless miseries dwell. 
And gailVs black list all dire corruptions swell ; 
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Not earth's wide catalogue of tongues could show 

A language adequate to paint your woe. 

From helpless infancy to hoary age, 

Mark rampant vice in every form and stage ; 

On every hand seductions, deadlier far 

Than noonday pestilence or scourging war, 

Besieging virtue by a thousand wiles, 

A trembling victim in destruction's toils. 

Childhood, alas I let pity weep the doom 

That sears and withers ere thy beauties bloom ; 

Blanch'd, shrivelVd elves, unconscious why they 

miss 
The sweetest portion of life's earthly bliss ; 
Each guileless pleasure fated to forego— 
The heirs and offspring of degenerate woe. 
They wander not where thrush and skylark sing. 
To cull the daisies on the breast of spring ; 
No woodland gale nor prattling streamlet clear 
Breathes Nature's health and music on their ear. 
For them the trees wave not their summer bloom, 
Nor briar and hawthorn shed their sweet perfume ; 
The stair, the close, the gutter, are their sod, 
With want, filth, rags, companions of the road. 
Let this, ye moralists, in part atone, 
Nor deem the guilt of wretches all their own. 
What botanist would ask the rose to blow 
'Mid Afric swamps or Zembla's wastes of snow ? 
Expect to find in Autumn's turbid tide 
The lily mirror'd in her virgin igit\!ife*^ 



i 
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Or seek the daisy or the snowdrop fair 
Where foul miasma taints the rancid air ? 
No more expect the infant stock to rise 
Graceful with vice for ever in their eyes. 
Where shall they shun pollution's baleful breath. 
Contagious rising from such haunts of death, 
'Mid squalid dens where want and misery pine. 
Debasing all of human or divine ; 
Where riot and crime their first perceptions nnrse^ 
And earliest lispings train to breathe a curse ? 
Remove the cause, or cease o'er crime to rail — 
The germ's corrupted, and the fruit must fail. 

xm. 

Want, wealth, and whisky^ but, oh ! whisky chie^ 

The nursing fountain of thy guilt and griefi 

My country's curse ; thou worst of hell's vile brood. 

All see thy evils — who shall tell thy good? 

Youth, honour, virtue, liberty decay. 

And Scotland's groans proclaim how dire thy sway. 

Oh ! weep, my heart, thy country's sullied feme — 

Her sons' destruction, and her daughters' shame ; 

Weep, dissipation, want's prolific source. 

High freedom's drag, and fair religion's curse ; 

Behold, pollution lurks at every door — 

A breechless vagrant or a bloated wh ; 

Within, sad emblem of our fallen time, 
Pefei2cele5S indigence or shameless crime. 
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Of such a state ask what the cause may he — ► 
The question's answered with a curse on thee. 
Ask her who roams, compeird hy misery dire, 
Your streets and highways for the harlot's hire ; 
Ask him who pines within the prison's gloom, 
The hardened prey of guilt's unpitied doom ; 
Yon quivering wretch whose fearful step ascends 
The last dread stage where crime's atonement ends ; 
Ask one or a]l, the stimulating cause 
Of ruin'd souls and violated laws : 
With one and all— our land's eternal shame — 
The answer's ready in thy hlood-curs'd name. 
Weep, Scotland 1 seas* of huming tears should 

mourn 
The tyrant power that leaves thy breast forlorn ; 
Yet who complains ? 'Tis fashion arms the foe, 
And law finds living in her country's woe. 
What though benign philanthropy assails, 
SeK-interest wins where baffled virtue fails. 
In words of fire though Guthrie's pen portray 
These scenes of horror in their dire array ; 
Though Begg expose them in their foulest hue. 
Till Nature sicken as she stoops to view ; 
Though Reid protest, and earnest Miller write — 
While law's their enemy they idly fight ; 
Still leave the dens of infamy behind, 
And zealous Begg throws labour to the wind ; 
Still let the cause upheld by law remain, 
And Guthrie's eloquence is pour'd in vain. .^m 
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Yet pity weeps, and mercy wanders forth, 
The stay of suffering and of sinking worth ; 
Yet patient faith emits her rays sublime — 
Calm reason's beacon o'er the gulf of crime — 
With meek-eyed charity, whose heavenly light 
Illumes the haze of sorrow's dismal night — 
Fair virtue's props against the headlong tide 
That else would whelm all living worth beside. 
Else but for these whose voices, heard in heaven, 
Yet spare your guilt the hope to be forgiven. 
Your perish 'd name, for sins whose foul array 
Offensive darkens o'er the face of day, 
Ere now had shared, 'mid desolation's gloom, 
An Egypt's darkness or a Sodom's doom ; 
With this to aggravate thy deeper plight — 
They err'd in ignorance, and thou in light. 



XIV. 

For me, unnoticed in the motley crowd — 
My voice unheard amid their babblings loud — 
Your sick'ning scenes by dire constraint I share, 
Survey your sorrows, and partake your care ; 
Condemn'd to toil where fate my lot has cast, 
By gloom envelop'd, and by thought harass'd. 
To me the mantle of the gay green fields 
Than all your pomp more genuine gladness yields ; 
To trace the stream, to muse beside the flower, 
To roam in quiet calm Nature's varied bower — 
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Such were the haunts that bless'd my earlier days, 
And such for ever claim my wistful gaze. 
Beside the wood keen fancy lingers still, 
As evening's curtain robes the western hill ; 
Still memory wanders by the moss-grown bum 
To brood o'er bliss that time can ne'er return. 
Thou shadowy train, the lingering trace thou art 
Of joys that then flow'd o'er a guileless heart : 
Fled, vanish'd all — ^their drops of pleasure pass 
Quick as the grains steal from the ebbing glass ; 
While earth's stem cares, of fleeting joy bereft, 
Insidious fill the lonely vacuum left ; 
One only prospect through the maze of time — 
To bear life's winter in an alien clime. 




STi5ZAS OX BETI3ITIXG A SCENE 
OF EAELT DATi 



I. 

As green the woods, the fields as {iedr. 
As sweet the wild-flowers scent the air, 
As pure the limpid waters nm 
Beneath the summer's glowing sun. 
As when, along the dewy lea, 
In other days I roam'd with thee. 

II. 
The broomy bower, the hawthorn shade, 
Where sweet at gloaming hour we strayed, 
The streamlet wimpling through the vale. 
With fond familiar gaze I hail ; 
But, ah ! though fresh and fair they be. 
They bring not youth, they bring not thee. 
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m. 
What clonds of gathered woes and fears 
Bedim the intervening years, 
And spread their wintry shadows o'er 
The light that lives in memory's core, 
Since fond, beneath the greenwood tree, 
I poured my ardent soul to thee, 

IV. 

Oh ! fond enchanting hours of bliss, 
Bright gems illuming thought's abyss, 
Alas ! how soon, how sadly fled. 
How quick their early raptures dead, 
When thou wert love's fair star to me, 
And I was all in all to thee. 

V. 

Thy trusting heart, unknown to guile, 
Thy doating glance, thy artless smile. 
Still o'er my soul imprint a trace 
Nor time nor change shall e'er efface ; 
For thou wert pure as truth may be. 
And I was guileless then as thee, 

VI. 

Now I can view with callous soul 
Time's darker hours their shades unroll, 
For love's high pulse hath long been still'd, 
And youth's romantic dream dispell'd ; 
What after-joys could yield the glee 
Of ne'er-forgotten hours witb (?ie«. 
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VII. 

Adieu, fair scenes and season bright, 
The stars of memory's setting night, 
And thou the fairest, sweetest flower 
E'er gladdened youth's enchanted hour ; 
No more the impulse, fresh and free. 
Returns of former days with t?iee, 

Yin. 
But as within the passing stream 
Fair morning dips her orient beam, 
And as the waters roll away, 
And leave behind the lingering ray, 
So crowding years that o'er me flee 
Still leave the light of youth and thee. 



A SPRING ODE. 



I. 

Haste, haste away, nor longer stay. 

Ye barren wintry hours, 
Now welcome spring comes smiling forth, 
To cheer again the wasted earth 

And strew her early flowers. 

u. 

Now rein thy wind — thy tempests bind, 
That chill pale Nature's breast. 

Unloose from earth thy icy chain ; 

For soon once more shall hill and plain 
In joyful robes be drest ; 

m. 

When in the grove with songs of love 

The blackbird wakes the mom, 
When lambkins wanton through the vale, 
And odours load the whispering gale 
From rose and snow-white thorn. 
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IV. 

With hearts of mirth we'll wander forth, 

Where Nature's sweets outspread 
Make gladsome earth seem paradise, 
Each dell the sacred haunt of peace, 
Each grove love's fragrant bed. 

V. 

With joy we'll mark the blithesome lark 

On trembling pinions rise, 
And hear him o'er the gauzy cloud, 
His grateful matins clear and loud 

Wild- warbling to the skies. 

VI. 

We'll roam at e'en the daisied green, 

O'ersown with pearly dew, 
That hour when Cynthia's radiant smile 
Greets earth, herself like silvery isle 

In midst of ocean blue. 

vn. 

01 then what heart the joys of art 

But deeply-loathing spurns ? 
Prom scenes of care who would not fly 
To hail such pleasures gliding by. 
Till winter with his scowling eye 
And hoary beard returns. 



STANZAS. 



I. 

Tell me, why thy heart is sad^ 
Why oppress'd with sorrow ; 

Though tO'day no pleasures glad^ 
Hope a brighter morrow. 

II. 

Grief is idle, tears are vain. 

Strength untimely wasted. 
Nursing care, embracing pain, 

Over prospects blasted* 

ni. 

Let your heart — your thoughts be gay, 
The clouds of gloom dispelling, 

Still with cheerful smile delay 
Future fear's foretelling. 
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nr. 
Though on Time's uncertain stream, 

With wrathful tempests waning, 
Hoping bliss prove still a dream, 

'Tis better than despairing. 

V. 

Think how moments speed away, 
Years like hours are flying ; 

Longest life is but a day. 
Springing, feding, dying. 



oXAKZAS FOB MQSIC. 



I. 



TELL me, didst thou hear, 

By yon streaxulet winding clear, 
Grentle sounds of vocal melody arise. 

That o'er thy bosom stole, 

Entrancing all your soul, 
As the breath of angel music from the skies ; 
Such a strain as zephyr bears 

O'er the summer's balmy breast. 
When song's divinest airs. 

Soothing Nature all to rest, 
In mingling tones harmoniously meet, 

Sweet as lark's rejoicing lay. 

As he hails the blushing day? 

0, then, you heard the voice 

Of my soul's all-peerless choice. 
My bosom's goddess exquisitely sweet 
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n. 

tell me, didst tbou see, 

By yon grove that skirts the lea, 
An airy form gliding 'mong the bowers, 

Whose fairy-falling steps 

Scarce shook the silvery drops 
From the odour-breathing bosoms of the flowers; 
Where the purple of the rose. 

And the paleness of the snow, 
And the lustre of the stars. 

And the blackness of the sloe. 
In beauty's perfect harmony unite ; 

Crimson cheeks and raven hair,. 

Sparkling eyes and bosom fair ? 

0, then, a glance you stole 

Of the treasure of my soul, 
My bosom's goddess exquisitely bright. 



SONG. 



I. 
SPARE a silken lock from these golden tresses fair, 
Within my breast I'll ^ace it^ and ever wear it these ; 
For by that hallowed pledge of lore shall mem'ry 

backward flee 
To past enchantment's treasured hours, dod centre 

still on thee. 

u. 

Although those hoars have fled as the morning's 

fitful beam, 
In fancy's view they linger still, a fair unclouded 

dream; 
And till that dream with life decays, in sadness and 

in glee. 
That lock — ^love's sacred parting pledge — will call 

my thoughts to thee. 



I 
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m. 

The snowy wings of yonder bark are bending to the 
wind, 

And soon adieu youth's fidry scenes, with all that's 
dear behind ; 

But, 'midst the mountain billows of the darkly foam- 
ing sea, 

The star of hope shall light my breast with visions 
still of thee. 

IV. 

! then bestow that token of fond and fedthful love, 

In shadow and in sunshine, where fjEite may bid me 
rove; 

Though wide between dark oceans firown, and tem- 
pests revel free, 

Till life and hope's last rays depart 'twill point my 
heart to thee. 



SOKG. 



I. 

Forth from thine eyes, in light enshrined, 
Beams o'er my heart thy seraph mind, 
A goodness more than mortal kind. 

And bids my bosom love thee ; 
And by the brightness of thine eyes, 
Their azure hue that shames the skies. 
Delight — ^till life's last impulse flies — 

They shall not cease to give me* 

n. 

'Tis not thy cheeks' rich glow I ween. 

Thy dewy lips of coral sheen, 

Thy form that whispers beauty's queen. 

That bid such raptures move me ; 
Not e'en thy smiles engage my sighs ; 
But, oh ! thy soul-bewitching eyes. 
By earth, by sea, by sun, and skies, 

In life, in death, I'd love thee. 



J 



SONG. 



I. 

Fair Scotland, ever bloom thy Iiills, 

I love thee dear as life ; 
Thy sacred rights still ours remain, 

Bequeathed from days of strife. 
Then let ns raise the goblet high, 

And pledge a health to thee, 
To Galedon thaf s still oiir own. 

The birthplace of -the< free. 

n. 

Bold as the waves that lash thy shores 

Thy heroes were of yore. 
Unbending as liie stalwart oak 

That blooms thy mountains o'er ; 
And still in deeds of sternest strife 

Thy champions bear the gree, 
And Caledon remains our own, 

The birthplace of the free. 
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in. 
Oh I who hath roam'd thy heathy glens, 

And felt not as he trod 
The freebom spirit rise which fired 

A Bruce' and Wallace' blood ? 
What bosom thrills not at the sound 

Of Scottish libertie, 
When Caledon such names can own, 

The birthplace of the free ? 

IV. 

Fear not the hour will ever eome 

Shall give thee slavery's chaina ; 
Thy dauntless sons still bear the blood 

Of freemen in their veins. 
No spoiler's hand shall e'er uproot 

Thy freedom's sacred tree ; 
Still Caledon must be our own, 

The birthplace of the free. 

V. 

Bright as: the unsullied flowers that spring 

Beside thy mountain streams, 
Or heather bells that dec^ thy wilds, 

Thy star of freedom beams. 
Then let us raise the goblet high, 

And pledge a health to^.thee. 
Fair Caledon, for aye our own. 

The birthplace of the free. 



SONG. 



*TwAS on a rosy Bummer mom, 
When birds sang sweet on ilka thorn, 
Amang the waving fields o' com 
I wandered wi' my Mary. 

CHORUS. 

she was a jewel rare, 
By Nature graced beyond compare, 
In witchin' look, in shape an' air, 
All peerless was my Mary* 

Beneath a sweetly-spreading tree. 
That bending waved sae bonnilie, 
In leafy shade, to rest a wee, 
I led my gentle Mary. 

The blooming flowers wild wanton spread ; 
The bum Bang owre its mossy bed ; 
The briar an' bean their fragrance shed 
Around me an' my Mary. 
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Fond-throbbing heaved her lily breast 
As saft her yielding form I pressed, 
An' owre an' owre in transport kiss'd 
The glowing lips o' Mary. 

raptured moments o' delight, 
How lightly sped your noteless flight ! 
Scarce did we mark when dewy night 
Closed o'er me an' my Mary. 

But a' the hours o' pleasure fled, 
There's ae sweet scene that ne'er shall fade. 
The day that earth an Eden made, 
An' thee its angel, Mary. 



STANZAS FOE MUSIC. 



I. 

Farewell I— one last embrace — 

The eager boatswain calls, 
My bark must stem yon glancing waves 

Ere evening's shadow falls, 
Love, 

Ere evening's shadow falls. 

n. 

Where glory waits the brave, 

I cross the heaving main ; 
But honours won, and fortune proved, 

To thy fond arms again. 
Love, 

I'll gladly come again. 

m. 

And while afar I roam. 

Thy dreams shall make me blest ; 
Night's fairest stars shall seem thine eyes, 

The Blow- white waves thy breast. 
Love, 

The snowy waves thy breast. 
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IV. 

Where orient gales awake 

Their flowers of Eden's hue, 
111 languish in thy balmy breath, 

And press thy lips of dew, 
Love, 

Thy lips of summer dew. 

V. 

For on the listless shore. 

Or on the wild blue sea, 
In light or shade, in storm or calm. 

Still fondly bent to thee. 
Love, 

My thoughts shall be of thee. 



SONNETS. 



ON THE DEATH OF JOHN BOBTHWICK, MUSSELBURGH, 

A MAN OF WORTH. 

TwAs not when Hope had veiled her faintest smile, 
And reconciled our bosoms to despair, 
That thou departedst, for, though faint yet fair. 

She rose again by death's untimely spoil — 

She rose and shone, but 'twas to set again 
In sorrow's midnight, as thy closing eye 

Shut out the things of sense, and strife, and pain, 
Bent o'er thy prostrate form in victory. 

But, hark I faith calls, " From idle grief refrain, 
Bright on my view seraphic hosts on high 

Hail his exulting spirit in a strain 

O'erfraught with bliss and immortality." 



SONNETS. 181 



TO IDEAL BEAUTI. 

Hail, thou bright woridw ^^Jdch fancy <§ eye creates, 

From life's rude storms the poet's home thou art ; 
In time's dim vale, though pining care awaits 

His timid steps, alone thou claim'st his heart. 
Dwelling in thee, of thee my soul's a part. 

And thy pure flood of vestal loveliness 
Encircles me ; — strong fancy is the chart 

That guides my vision to thy realms of bliss ; 
Thou art a land of gay and glorious dreams. 

Peopled with fancy's fair imaginings. 
Outpouring on the poet's mind the beams 

That fire his soul to rise on rapture's wings ; 
And, lull'd to rest by beauty's spirit streams. 

Quaff the pure essence of immortal things. 
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WHAT IS TBUTH? 

.« 
What preseil^.is, what;l)|Et]|j^en, what shall be — 

QuestiGns recoiling on tHe heart fi>r ever ; 
Brain-seanug thoughts, that mock eternally, 

Yet ease the soul with fair solution never ; 
All in their turn conjecture, theory, 

Fanatic's creed, and sophist's wilder dream ; 
Baseless and fiaJse their time-worn pageantry. 

Melting as bubbles on the seaward stream ; 
Yet can it be ourselves, with all we see, 

Are but the sun-motes in delusion's beam. 
Gaze on the ocean — on the star-hung sky — 

Yon pendant worlds by soaring fancy trod ; 
And not with visual but with reason's eye 

Surveying wide sublimity's abode, 

Say, tracest thou not there the footprints of a God ? 
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